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PREFACE, 



Ih tliis age of otirs, when thrones not only totter) 
but tmable; when mobs play at skittles with old 
monar^es, and bowl them down on everj band; tbere 
wonM seem a degree of presumption in expecting Übe 
"Dear Public" to turn from tbe columns of "Our Own 
Gorrespondent,'' to read tbe simple annals of an un- 
known writer. Heiii^tfr'koweYer, so mucb of extenua- 
tion in bis favour As*mr(d^j^'JbBXi-jäfim\j^c^mhilQ most 
m^i in tbese sad day^rai^'dAcliiulig'iik" fortune, bis 
&tes are pretty livelj/ if -^oiibtitirfaonal Monarcby be 
looking doim, GoniGrhp!b^ii*9,^ß^ l^ave been looking 
up; for bis prospects ** ^evfei^ tidl!^ ^ more sprigbily 
aspect 

Witb-ihis consciousness, and tbe feeling tbat a lifo 
of very varied adventure ■— Home, Foreign, and 
Colonial — can rarely be witbout its lesson, be bas 
ventured to come fortb, boping tbat in tbe universal 
din of Europe be may find an occasional lull, be it 
ever so brief, for bis recital; and tbat V3Ät.Vs^ ^«5 ^ 
an alteratiye, tbe woild ^wB! tam iox ^ «^^^ «ctwfi.*^^ 
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records of wholesale iniquity to listen to the still sn 
voice of these Confessions. 

His native bashMness, and other things of the ki 
migbt haye deterred him from giving these papers 
the World; or, at least, like his old friend TalleTra 
the publication might have been delayed tili long a: 
his demise; but he has been converted j&om th 
intentions, by remarking that Modesty is about 
mach cultivated now as Astrology; and that as a wr: 
of Memoirs is certain of being attacked, vilified, s 
to use a beautiful native expression, "bally-ragg( 
by the Press, it is just as well that he should b( 
".the fore," to attack, vilify, and "bally-rag" in 
tum. 

For the liberty — .^t is wswjet /^ be called such 
of introducinj VQykf-ind--i&^trUÄ^ into 

pages, dejallh^^-the'ir .cpp^ftations, printing tl: 
letters, and so br^,» — « »fs; «tWs "the age to make t 
apology on that ^e,jjaä^-^;ti%idel, when once a n 
makes free with\tiib^elr; hk itad *a clear right to mi 
equally free withms friends. 
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CHAPTER I. 

A Peep at my Father. 

W HBN we shall have become better acquainted, my worthy 
reader , there will be little necessity for my insisting upon a 
fact which , at this early stage of our intimaey , I deem it re- 
quisite to mention; namely,that my native modestyand bash- 
f ulness are only second to my yeracity , and that while the 
latter quality in a manner compels me to lay an occasional 
stress upon my own goodness of heart, generosity, candour, 
andsoforth, Ihave, notwithstanding, never introduced the 
subjeet without a pang, — such a pang as only a sensitive and 
diffident nature can suffer or comprehend ; there now , not 
another word of preface or apology I 

I was bom in a little cabin on the borders of Meath and 
King's County : it stood on a small triangulär bit of gröund, 
beside a cross road; and although the place was surveyed 
every ten years or so , they were never able to say to which 
county we belonged; there being just the same number of 
arguments for one side as for the other: a circumstance, many 
believed , that decided my father in his original choice of the 
residence; for while, under the " disputed boundary question," 
he paid no rates or county cess , he always made a point of 
voting at both county elections ! This may seem to indicate 
that my parent was of a naturally acute habit; and inde^d^«^ 
way he became possessed of the bit oi ^wmÖL'wÄk^w&cai.*^^»^^ 
Impression. 

ne Confessions of Con Cregan. I. 
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There was nobody of the rank of gentry in tlie pa 
even "squireen;" the riebest being a farmer, a 
fellow, one Harry M'Cabe, that had two sons, wlio we 
fighting between themselves which was to liave tlie 
money. Peter, the eider, doing everything to injure 
Mat never backward in paying off the Obligation. 
Mat, tired out in the struggle, resolved he would beai 
He took leave of bis father one night , and ncxt day 
Dublin, and 'listed in the "ßuffs." Three weeks 
sailed for India; and the old man, overwhelmed by g 
to bis bed, and never arose from it after. 

Not that his death was any way sudden , for he lii 
for months long; Peter always teasing bim to inak< 
and be revenged on "the dirty spalpeen" that disg 
fiamily: but old Harry as stoutly resisting, aiid decU 
whatever he owned should be fairly divided between 

These disputes between them were well knov 
neighbourbood. Few of the country peo])le passing 
at night but had overbeard the old raan's weak ree 
and Peter*s deep hoarse one, in altercatiou. When, 
it was on aSunday night — all was still and quict in t 
not a Word , not a footstep , could be heard , no more 
were uninhabited, the neighbours looked knowingl 
other, and wondered if the old man was worse — i 
deadi 

It was a little after midnight that a knock camc t( 
of OUT cabin. I heard it first, for I used to sleep in a 1 
basket near the fire ; but I didn't speak , for I was fr 
It was repeated still louder, and then came a cr^ 
Cregan; Con, Isay, open the door! Iwant you.*' 
the voice well; it was Peter M*Cabe's; but I preten 
fast asleep , and snored loudly. At last my father 
the door, and I heard him say, "Oh, Mr. Peter, t 
matter? is the ould man worse?" 

" Faix that*8 what he is ; for he*s dead ! '* 

" Glory be his bed ! when dit it happen ? " 

"About an hour ago," said Peter, in a voioe tl 
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f om my comer could perceive was greatly agitated. "He 
c jd like an ould haTthen, Con, and never made a will ! " 

"That*s bad,*' says my father, for he was always a polite 
man, and said whateyer was pleasing to the Company. 

"It is bad," said Peter; "but it would be worse if we 
couldn't help it. Listen to me now , Comy , I wänt ye to help 
me in this business ; and here's five goineas in goold , if ye do 
what I bid ye. You know that ye were always reokoned the 
image of my father, and before he took ill ye were mistaken 
for each other every day of the week," 

' " Anan ! " said my father , for he was getting fnghtened at 
the notion, without well knowing why. 

" Well , what I want is , for ye to come over to the house, 
and get into the bed." 

" Not beside the corpse?" said my father, trembHng. 

"By no means ; but by yourself ; and you're to pretend to 
be my father, and that ye want to make yer will before ye die ; 
andthenl'U send for the neighbours, and Billy Scanlan the 
schoolmaster , and yell teil him what to write , laying all the 
farm and ererything to me, — ye understaad. And as the 
neighbours will see ye, and hear yer voice, it will never be 
believed but it was himself that did it." 

" The room must be very daric," says my fatiier. 

" To be sure it will, but have no fear ! Nobody will dare'to 
come nigh the bed; and ye*ll only have to make a cross with 
yer pen under the name.'* 

"And the priest?" said my father. 

"My father quarrelled with him last week about the Echter 
dues ; and Father Tom said he*d not give him th« * rites : ' and 
that's lucky now ! Come along now , quick , for weVe no time 
to lose : it must be all finished before the day breaks." 

My father did not lose much time at his toilet, for he just 
wrapped his big ooat Vound him , and slipping on his brogues, 
left the house. I sat up in the basket and listened tili they 
were gone some miuutes; and then, in acostome as lightas 
my parent*s, set out after them, to w&tß.^'ÖÄ ^^^Mafe ^\ *^^ 
adveoture. I thought t» take a Ävox^ ca^^ ^xvWiOö^Vst^'^^s^N 
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but by bad luck I feil into a bog-hole , and only escaped being 
drowned by a Chance. Asitwas, when I reached the house, 
the perfontfance had abready begun. 

I think Isee the whole scene this instant before my eyes, as 
I sat on a little window with one pane , and that a broken one, 
and surveyed the proceeding. It was a large room, at one end 
of which was a bed , and beside it a table , with physic-bottles, 
and spoons, and tea-cups; a little farther off was another 
table, at which sat Billy Scanlan, with all manner ofwriting 
mateiials before him, The country people sat two, sometimes 1 
three, deep round the walls, all intently eager and anxioos for 
the Coming event. Peter himself went from place to place^ 
trying to smother his grief , and occasionally helping the com 
pany to whiskey — which was supplied with more than ac- 
customed liberality. 

All my consciousness of the deceit and trickery could not 
deprive the scene of a certain solemnity. The misty distance 
of the half-lighted room ; the highly-wrought expression of 
the country people*s faces, never more intensely excited thar 
at some moment of this kind ; the low deep-drawn breathing 
unbroken save by a sigh or a sob — the tribute of affectiona 
sorrow to some lost friend, whose memory was thus forcibi 
brought back: these, I repeat it, were all so real, thatas 
looked , a thrilling sense of awe stole oVer me , and I actuall; 
shook with fear. 

A low faint cough, from the dark comer where the bec 
stood, seemed to cause even a deeper stillness; and then in a 
silence, where the buzzing of a fly would have been hpard, my 
father said, "Where's Billy Scanlan? I want to make m 
wiU!" 

* * He*s here , father ! " said Peter , taking Billy by the hai 
and leading bim to the bedside. 

"Writewhatibidye, Billy, and be quick; forlhavVt 
long time afore me here. I die a good Catholic, though Fathe 
O'ÄaflPerty won't give me the * rites ! ' " 

Ageneral Chorus ofmuttered" Oh, musha, musha," wa. 
now heard through the room; but whether in grief over tht 
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sad fate of the djiag man , or the unflinchin^, 
priest, is hard to say. "^. 

'^ I die in peace with all my neighbonrs and all mankii». . 
Another choms of the Company seemed to approve thearü 
cbaritable expressions. 

"I bequeath unto my son, Peter, — and never was there a 
better son , or a decenter boy ! — have you that down? I be- 
queath unto my son, Peter, the whole of my two farms of 
^Killimundoonery and Knocksheboora, with the fallow mea- 
\dw8 behind Lynch's house: the forge, and the right of turf 
\the Dooran bog. I give him, and much good may it do 
> '^, Lanty Cassam's acre, and the Luary field, with the 
^ «dln; and that reminds me that my mouth is just as dry ; 
V taste what ye have in the jug." Here the dying man 
\ very hearty pull, and seemed considerably refreshed 
\**Where was I, Billy Scanlan?" says he; "oh, I 
^ ^ '^j at the limekiln; I leave him — that's Peter, I 
e two potato-gardens at Noonan*s Well; and it is 
i'^t fine crops grows there.'* 
'^.iyou gettiu' wake, father, darlin'?" says Peter; who 
^ to be afraid of my father*s loquaciousness ; for, to say 
.^-'«iie truth,' the punch got into his head , and he was greatly die- 
posed to talk. 

" I am, Peter, my son," says he ; " I am getting wake ; just 
touch my lips again with the jug. Ah, Peter, Peter, you 
watered the drink ! " 

" No, indeed , father ; but it's the taste is leavin' you," says 
Peter; and again a low chorus of compassionate pity mur- 
mured through the cabin. 

"Well, I'm nearly done now," says my father: "there's 
only one little plot of ground remaining ; and I put it on you, 
Peter, — as ye wish to live a good man, and die with the same 
easy heart I do now, — that ye mind my last words to ye here. 
Are ye listening? Are the neighbours listening? Is Billy 
Scanlan listening? " 

"Yes, sir. Yes, father. We'iö ^ m\\i'^\i^;^ ^^-t^osÄ^ 
the audience. 
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but by bad>^**^'« ™y 1*»* ^^ ^^^ testament , and may - 
drownÄ^^**^ the jug," — here he took a long drink — "and 
4iy^!^tnat blessed Kqnor be poison to me if I'm not as eager 
^ÜDOut this as every otber pari of my will;-! say, then, I 
bequeath the little plot at the cross-roads to poor Con Cregan ; 
för he has a heavy Charge , and is as honest and as hard- work- 
ing a man as erer I knew. Be a friend to hun , Peter , dear ; 
nerer let him want while ye have it yourself ; think of me on 
my death-bed nviieneyer he asks ye for any trifle. Is it down, 
BUly Scanlan? the two acres at the cross to Con Cregan , and 
his heirs in secla seclorum. Ah, blessed be the saints; bat. 
fleel my heart lighter after that/' says he, " a good work maket 
an easy conscience; and nowl'll drink all the Company 's good 
health, and many happy returns — " 

What he was going to add , there's no saying ; but Peter, 
who was now terribly frightened at the lively tone the sick 
man was assuming, hurried all the people away into another 
room, to let his father die in peaoe. 

When they were all gone, Peter slipped back to my fath«r, 
who was putting on his brogues in a comer : " Con," says hf 
"ye did it all well; bat sare that was a joke about the t^v 
acres at the cross.'* 

" Of course it was, Peter, " says he ; " sure it was all a jok« 
for the matter of that : won't 1 make the neighbooxs langl 
hearty to-morrow when I teil them all aboat it ! " 

" Yoa woaldn't be mean enoaghto betray me?" says Pe- 
ter, trembling with fright. 

^^Sure ye woaldn't be mean enoogh to go against yer 
; father's dying words?" says my father; "the last sentencf 
everhe spoke;" and here he gave a low wicked laagh, thr 
made myself shake with fear. 

"Very well, Con!" says Peter, holding out his ham 
"a bargain's a bargain; yera deep fellow, that's all!'* an 
so it ended : and my father slipped quietly home over the bog 
mighty well satisfied with the legacy he left himself. 

And thos we became the owners of the little spot known tc 
this day as Con-s Acre ; of which , more hereafter. 
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CHAPTER IL 

Another Peep at my Father. 

Mt father*s prosperity had the usual effect it has in similar 
cases. It lifted him into a different sphere of companion- 
ship, and suggested new habits of life. No longer neces- 
sitated to labour daily for bis bread , by a reiy slight ezercise 
of industry he coiQd coltivate bis "potato-garden;" and 
every one wbo knows anything of Ireland, well knows that 
the potato andits corollary — the pig, supply every want of 
an Insh cottier household. 

Being thus at liberty to dispose of himself and bis time, 
my parent was enabled to practisea long- desired and mucb 
öoveted mode of life, whicb was to frequent " sheebeens" and 
alebouses, and all similar places of resort; not, indeed, for 
the gratification of any passion for drink , — for my father 
only indulged when he was " treated ,'* and never could bring 
himself to spend a farthing in liquor himself, bat bis great 
fondness for these places took its origin in bis passion for talk« 
Never, indeed, lived there a man — from Lord Brougham 
himself downwards — wbo had a greater taste for gossip and 
loquaciousness thanmy father. It mattered little wbat the sub- 
ject, he was always ready; and whether it were a crim. con. 
in the newspapers, a seizure for rent, a marriage in high life, 
or a pig in the pound — there he was , explaining away all 
difficult terms of law and jurisprudence; and many a difficulty 
that Tom Cafferty , the postmaster , had attempted in vain to 
solve, was, by a kind of "writ of error," removed to my 
father's court for explanation and decision. 

That he soon became a kind of authority in the neigb- 
bouringtownof Kilbeggan, neednot excite any surprise. It 
is men of precisely his kind , and with talents of an order very 
similar to his, that wield influence in the great eitles of the 
earth. It is your talking, pusbin^^ iörw^sA. \fikKö.^ ^^^sbs>sv\^ 
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- always confident of what they say — never acknowledging an 
error nor confessing a defeat , who take the lead in life. With 
average ability , and ten times the average assurance , they 
reach the goal that bashful merit never even so much as gets 
within sight of. 

His Chief resort, however, was the Court of Quarter Ses- 
sions, where he sat from the first opening case to the last 
judgment, watching with an intense interest all the vacillating 
changes of the law's uncertainty , which unquestionably were 
not in any way diminished by the singular individual who 
presided in that seat of justice. Simon Ball — or as he was 
better known at the bar, Snow Ball — an epithet he owed to 
his white head and eyebrows , had qualified himself for the 
bench by improving upon the proverbial attribute of justice. 
He was not only blind but deaf. For something like forty-five 
years he had walked the hall of the Four Courts with an 
empty bag, and a head scarcely more encumbered, when one 
morning — no one could guess why — the Gazette announced 
that the Lord Lieutenant had appointed him to the yacant 
chairmanship of Westmeath — a promotion which had the 
effect of confounding all political animosity by its perfect un- 
acoonntableness. 

It is a law of Nature that nothing ever goes to loss. Bad 
wine will make very tolerable vinegar; spoiled hay is con- 
▼erted into good manure; and so, a very middling lawyer 
often drops down into a very respectable judge. Had the 
gods but acknowledged Mr. Ball's abilities some years earlier, 
doubtless he had been an exception to the theory. They 
waited, however, so long, that both sight and hearingwere 
in abeyance when the promotion came. It seemed to rally 
him, however, thisactofrecognition, although late. Itwas 
a kind of corroboration of the seif- estimate of a long life , arid 
he prepared to show the world that he was very different from 
what they took him for. No men have the bump of self- 
esteem like lawyers; they live, and grow old, and die, al- 
ways fancying that Holts , and Haies , and Mansfields , are 
^l^within the unostentatious exterior of theu* dusty gar- 
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[ ments; and that, the wit that dazzles, and the pathosthat 
thrillB, are all rusting inside, just for want of a little of that 
cheering enconragement bj which their contemporaries are 
dad in silk and walk in high places. Snow BaU was deter- 
mined to show the world its error, and with a smart frock 
andgieenspectacles, he took the fieldlike a ^^fine oldlrish 
barriflter/' with many a dry joke or sly sarcasm, ciirledup 
in the wrinklA beside his mouth. However cheap a man 
mtty be held by his fellows in the ^^Hall," he is always sure of 
»t!Ompensation in the provinces. There , the country gentle- 
sifen looked upon their chairman as a Blackstone : not alone 
a storehonse of law, but a great appeal upon questions of 
general knowledge and Information. I should scarcely have 
ventured upon what some of my readers may regard as a mere 
digression , if it were not that the gentleman and the pecu- 
liar nature of his infirmities had led to an intimate relation 
with my father. My parent's fondness for law , and all ap- 
pertaining to it , had attached him to the little inn where Mr. 
BflJl UBsally put up at each season of his visit: and gradually, 
by' teiidering little Services, as fetching an umbrella when 
it rained, hastening for a book of reference if called for, 
searching out an important witness , and probably by a most 
frequentand respectfuluseof the title "mylord," insteadof 
the humble "your worship," he succeeded in so ingratiating 
himself with the judge, that without exactly occupying any 
precise Station, or having any regulär employment, he be- 
cameinsome sort a recognised appendage — a kind of *^un- 
paid attach^ to the court" of Kilbeggan. 

My father was one of those persons who usually ask only 
a "lift" from Fortune, and do not requiretobe continually 
aided by her. From being the humble attendant on the judge, 
he soon succeeded to being his privy councillor; supplyinga 
hundred little secret details of the neighbourhood and its local 
failings , which usually gave Mr. Ball's decisions on the bench 
an air approaching Inspiration , so füll were they of a know- 
ledge of individual life. As confidence ripened, my fathai: 
was employed in reading outto tbc i\xd^^ oi ^XL^'^^iÄSk.^*^^ 
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various depositiox» of witnesses, the informations laid, an( 
th|p aMdayits swom — opportanities from which he did noi 
neglect to derive the fiül advantage: for while he usually 
accompanied the written docxunent with a ruiming commen- 
tary of his own to Mr. Ball ; he also contrived to let the suitoz 
feel how great was his knowledge of the case, and what a 
powerful influence behind the scenes he wielded over the for- 
tunes of the case , insomuch that it became sft>n well known 
that he who had Con Cregan on his side was better off than 
with the whole bench of coimtry magistrates disposed to fa- 
vour him. j 

My father*s prudence did not desert him in these trying 
circumstances. Without any historical knowledge of the J 
matter, he knew by a species of instinct, that pride was the 
wreck of most men , and that , to wield real substantial power, 
it is often necessary to assume a garb of apparent inefficiency 
and incapacity. To this end, the greater the inflaence he 
possessed, the bombier did he affect to be ; disclaimh 
thing like power, he got credit for possessing a fa'^ 
share than he ever reallj enjoyed. 

That the stream of justice did not rmi perfecüy pure and 
clear, however, may not be a matter of surprise; for how ; 
many rocks , and shoals , and quicksands , are there in the 
Channel! and certainly my father was a dangerous band at 
the wheeL Litigation, it must be owned, lost much of it» 
vacillation. The usual question about any case , was , '^ What 
does Con say ! did Con Cregan teil ye yell win? " That wae 
decisive ; none sceptical enough to ask for more ! 

At the feet of this Gamaliel I was brought up ; nothing 
the more tenderly that a stepmother presided oyer the ^* home 
department." As I was a stout boy, of some thirteen or 
fourteen at this period of my father's life , and could read and 
write tolerably well, I was constantly employed in maj^g 
copies of various papers used at the Sessions. Were I psycho- 
logically inclined, I might pause bereite inquire, how far 
these peculiar studies had their influence in biassing the whole ^: 
tenor of my very eventful life ; what latent stores of artifice '{ 
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^ did I laj up £rom all these cuxio«i vpbüeties ; how did I habi- 

of tnate my mind to wei^.^liid. balance probabüities, as evi- 

^ dence inclined to this siJeHSr that; abore all, howgratified 

1- was I with the discoyery , that there existed a legal right and 

f wrong, perfectly distinct &om the moral ones; afactwbioh 

> serred at onee to open the path of life far wider and more 

> amplj before me. 

Q I must , howeyer , leave this investigation to the reader'e 

1 acateness, if Jie'think it worth following out; nor would I 
- now allude to it^ save as it affords me the opportunity , once 
for all, of ezplaining modes of thinking and acting which 
might seem, without some such clue, as unfitting and un- 
^seemly^ in one reared and brought up as I was. 

Wfaether the new dignity of his Station had disposed him 
to it (ijl: not, I cannot say, but my father became far more 
stem in his manner and ezacting in his requirements as he 
rose in life. The practice of the law seemed to impart some 
>yni ^f its own peremptory character to himself, as he 
• v.i'ici '^ Orders in our humble household with all the im- 
pressiVts solenmity of a writ — indeed, aiding the effect — 
by phrases taken £rom the awful vocabulary of justice. 

If my stepmother objected to anything, the answer was 
usuaUy, ^e might '^traverse in prox'* atthe nextSessions; 
while to myself every Order was in the style of a " mandamus." 
Not satisfied with the mere terrors of the Bench , he became 
so enamoured of the pursuit, as to borrow some features 
of prison discipline for the conduct of our household; thus, 
for the slightest infractions of his severe code, Iwas ^'put'* 
uponNo. B, Penitentiary diet, — only reading potatoes vice 
bread. 

There would seem to be something uncongenial to obe- 
dience in any form, in the life of an Jrish peasant; some- 
thing doubtless in the smell of the turf. He seems to imbibe 
a taste for freedom, by the very architecture of his dwelling, 
and theeasy unbuttoned liberty of his corduroys. Young 
as I was, I suppose the Celt was strong within me; and the 
TtW^ says, that wiU account for aU d^iLC]^<^XLm.<%. \.^<öä.*^öns 



i 
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powerfiilly; not theless,in(leedthatmy fatheralmostinvi 
visited me with the penalty of the case, then bef( 
Court; so that while copying out at night the details 
prosecution , I had time to meditate over the Coming sei 
It was , perhaps , fortunate for me that capital cases 
come under the Jurisdiction of a "sitting barrister," 
wise I verily believe I might have suflPered the last pen 
the law from my parent's infatuation. 

My sense of " equity " at last revolted. I perceivec 
no matter who " sued ," /was always **cast;" andlat 
resolved on resistance. I remember well the night th; 
lution was formed, it was a cold and cheerless one of Ja 
my father had given me a great mass of paper to cop; 
a long article for the newspapers to write out, whi« 
" Judge " was to embody in his address to the ßench. 
putpentoeither, but säte with myhead between my 
for twelve mortal hours , revolving every possible wick< 
and wondering , whether in my ingeniüty I could not 
some offences that no indictment could comprise. Day 
and found me still unoccupied. I was just meditating v? 
Ishouldavow my rebellion openly, and "plead" in i 
tion, when my father came in. 

My reader must excuse me if I do not dwell on wL 
lowed. It is enough to say that the nature of my injur 
unknown to the criminal Statute, and that althou| 
wounds and bruises are familiär to the prize-ring , tt 
ignored by all jurisprudence out of the slave states. 
my stepmother confessed, that I was not fit to "pick oul 
gutter ," and she proved her words by leaving me wher( 

ßevenge must be a very "human" passion; my ta 
it came quite naturally. I had never read "Othell 
"Zanga;" but I conceived a very clear and precise 
that I had a debt to pay, and pay it I would. Had th 
gation been of a pecuniary character, and some "ba 
commission" been in Jurisdiction over it, I had do 
been called upon to discharge it in a series of instalmen 
portional to my means of life \ being a moral debt , ho 
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I enjoyed the privilege of paying it at once, and in füll : which 
I did thus. I had offcen remarked that my father arose at 
night and left the cabin, crossing a little garden behindthe 
house to a little shed, where our pig and an ass lived in har- 
mony together; and here, by dint of patient Observation, 1 
discovered that his occupation lay in the thatch of the afore- 
said shed, in which he seemed to conceal some object of 
value. 

Thither I now repaired, some secret prompting suggesting 
that it might afiPbrd me the wished for means of vengeance; 
my disappointment was indeed great , that no compact roll of 
bank-notes, no thick woollen stocking close packed with 
guineas, or even crown-pieces, metmyhand; aheavy bündle 
of papcrs and parchment were all I could find ; and these bore 
such an unhappy family resemblance to the cause of all my 
misfortunes , that I was ready to tear them to pieces in very 
spite. A mere second's reflection suggested a better course. 
There was a certain attomey in Kilbeggan , one Morissy, my 
father's bitterest enemy ; indeed , my parent's influence in the 
Session court had almost ruined and left him without a client. 
The man of law and precedents in vain struggled against de- 
cisions, which a secret and irresponsible adviser contrived 
beforehand, and Morissy 's knowledge and experience were 
soon discovered to be valueless. It was a game in which skill 
went for nothing. 

This gentleman's character at once pointed him out as the 
fitting agent of vengeance on my father , and by an hour after 
daybreak did I present myself before him in all the conscious- 
ness of my injured state. 

Mr. Morissy 's reception of me was not over gracious. 

"Well, ye spawn of the devil," said he, as he tumed 
about from a small Fragment of looking-glass , before which 
he was shaving: "wlfet brings ye here? bad luck toye; the 
sigbt of ye's made me cut myself." 

"Fmcome, sir, forabit of advice, sir," said 1^ löuitvo^^ 
my hand to my hat in salutatiou. 
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"Assault and battery!'* said he, with a grin on the sid« 
of his mouth where the soap had been shaved away. 

"Yes, sir; an aggravated case ," saidl, usiiig the phrase 
ofthesessions. 

"Why don*t ye apply to yer father? he's Crown lawyer 
and Attomey-Greneral ; faith , he's more besides — he*s judge 
and Jury too." 

" And more than that in the present suit , sir," saysi, fol- 
lowing up his illustration; " he's the defendant here." 

< * What ! is that his domg ? " 

^^Yes, sir-, his own band and mark ," saidl, laughing. 

"That's an ugly cut, and mighty nearthe eye! but sure, 
after all , you*re his child." 

"Verytrue, sir; it's only patemal correction; but I haye 
something eise l " 

"What's that, Con, myboy?" said he; forwewere now 
grown very familiär. 

"Itisthis, sir," saidl; "thisroUof papers, thatlfound 
hid in the thatch — a safe place my father used to make his 
strong-box." 

" Let US see ! " said Morissy, sitting down and opening the 
package; many were old summonses discharged, notices to 
quit withdrawn , and so on ; but at last he came to two papers 
pinnedtogether, atsightof which he almostjumped fromhis 
chair. "Con ," says he , " describe the place you found them 
in." I went over all the disco very again. " Did ye yourself 
see your father put in papors there ? *' 

"Idid, sir." 

" On more than one occasion? " 

" At least a dozen times , sir." 

"Did ye ever remark any one eise putting papers there? ** 

"Never, sir! none of the neighbours ever come through 
the garden." 

"And it was always at night, and in secret, he used tö 
repair there?" 

" Alwaysat night." 

"That'JJ do, Con; thatlldo, my aou. Yom'VV *<iQ\\. tvMm 
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the tables on the old boy. You may go down to the kitchen 
and get your breakfast; be sure, however, that you don*t 
leaTe the house to-day. Yoor father mustn^t know where ye 
are tili we're ready for him." 

''Lsitastrongcase, sir?" saidl. 

** A very strong ca«e — never a flaw in it" 

''laitmorethanalarceny, sir?" saidl. 

" It is better than that." 

'^ rd raiher it didn't go too far/* said I, for I was beginning 
to feel afraid of what I had donc. 

'^Leave that to mc, Con/' said Mr. Morissy, "and go 
down to yer breakfast." 

I did as I was bid, and never stirred out of the house the 
-whole day, nor for eight days after; when one moming 
Morissy bid me clean myself, and brush my hair, to come 
•with hhn to the Courthouse. 

I guessed at once what was going to happen; and now, as 
my head was healed, and all my bruises cured, I'd very gladiy 
have forgiven all the affair, and gone home again with my 
father; but it was too late. As Mr. Morissy said , withagrin, 
'' The law is an elegant contrivance ; a child's finger can set 
•it in motion, but a steam-engine could not hold it back after- 
wards ! " 

The Court was very füll that morning; there were five 
magistrates on the bench , and Mr. Ball in the middle of them. 
There were a great many farmers, too, for it was market- 
day; and numbers of the townspeople, who all knew my 
faÜier, and were not sorry to see him "up." Cregan versus 
Cregan stood third on the list of cases ; and very little interest 
attached to the two that preceded it. At last it was called ; 
and there I stood before the Bench , with five hundred pair of 
eyes all beut upon me; and two of them actually looking 
through my very brain — for they were my father's, as he 
stood at the opposite side of the table , below the Bench. 

The case was called an assault, and very soon terminate><l\ 
for, by my own admission, it was cleai tYiall ^"fe^eri^^^pQasjksäoL- 
ment,' tboagb, prodably, not so ae^eteVy «ä \\. V«A '^^^xl *\!ar 
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flicted, The judge delivered a very impressive lesson to mj 
father and myself, about our respective duties, and dismissec: 
the case , with a reproof , the greater share of which feil tc 
me. "You may go now, sir,'* said he, windmg up a fin€ 
peroration; "fear God, and honour the king; respect yoor 
parents , and make your capitals smaller." 

"Before your worship dismisses the witness," said Morisfly 
«I wish to put a few questions to him." 

"The case is disposed of; call the next," said the judge 
angrily. 

"I have a most important fact to disclose to your worshil 
— one which is of the highest importance to the due admiais 
tration of justice — one which, if suffered to lie in obscuritj 
will be a disgrace to the law, and a reproach to the learn^ 
Bench." 

"Call the next case, crier," said the judge. "Sit dow^ 
Mr. Morissy." 

" Your worship may commit me ; but I will be heard — " 

"Tipstaff! take that man into — " 

" When you hear of a mandamus from the King*s Bench -^ 
when you know that a case of compounding a felony — " 

"Come away, Mr. Morissy; come quiet, sir!" said th 
police-sergeant. 

" What were ye saying of a mandamus?" said the judges 
getting firightened at the dreaded word. 

"I was saying this, sir," said Morissy, tuming fiercelj 
round; "that I am possessed of Information which you re- 
fused to hear, and which will make the voice of the Chie: 
Justice heard in this court, which now denies its ear to truth.* 

" Conduct yourself more becomingly, sir ," said one of th< 
countymagistrates, " and open your case." \ / 

Morissy, who was far more submissive to ^jff gentry thai 
to the chairman , at once replied in his blandestAone : — 

" Your worship , it is now more than a month since I ap- 
peared before you in the case of Noonan versus M'Quade anc 
others; an aggravated case of homicide, I might gofiirther 
and applj to it the most awful tenathe^o^L^bxxUrj q^^qa^^ 
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oöntains! Your worship will remember, tliat on that very 
i&tBNstiiig and important caae a document was misaing, of 
'och a character that the main feature of the caso seemed 
Actually to hang upon it. This was no less than the death- 
^>edconfe8sionofNoonan, formally takcu before a justice of 
^he peace, Mr. Styles, and written with all the accurato 
^^Bgard to circumstances the law exacts. Mr. Styles, the 
>i«gistrate who took the deposition, waskilled by a fall from 
^6 horse the following week ; his clcrk being ill, the individual 
^lio wTOte the case was Con Cregan. Your worship may bear 
Ci mind that this man, when called to the witness-box, deuied 
Xk knowledge of this dying confession ; asserted that what he 
Ook down in writing were simply some brief and unsatisfac- 
Oij notesof the a£Bray — all to the advautage of theM^Quadcs 
^ and swore that Mr. Styles , who often alluded to the docu- 
aent as a confession, was cntirely in error, the whole sub- 
tanee of it being unimportant and vague ; some very illegible, 
md ill- written notes , corroborating which , were produced in 
iOTüct as the papers in question. 

'' Noonan being dead , and Mr. Styles also, the whole case 
rested on the eridence of Cregan, and although, your worship, 
the man's character for veracity was not ofthat nature among 
the persons of his own neighbourhood to — " 

"Confineyourselfto the case, sir," saidthejudge, "with- 
out introducing matter of mere common report." 

'<I am in a position to prove ray assertion," saidMorissy, 
trimnphantly, ^^1 hold here in my band the abstracted docu- 
ments , signed and scaled by Mr. Styles , and engrossed with 
every item of regularity. 1 have more; a memorandum pur- 
pprting to be a copy of a receipt for eighteen pounds ten Shil- 
lings, received by Cregan, from Jos. M'Quade, the wages of 
this crime; and, if more were necessary, a promissory-note 
from M'Quade for an additional sum of seven pounds, atsix 
months' date. These are the papers which I am prepared to 
prove in Court; this, the evidence, which a few minutes back 
I tendered in vain before you , and tbere ," said Vi^ .» \\«:öss^% 
with a viDdictive solemnity to wbere my iat\ifcx ^^'^ ^V^äöäxv.^^ 

IJte Confessions of Con Cregan* /. ^ 
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pale, but coUected , **there*sthemanwho, disting 
your worship*8 confidence , I now arraign for the si 
of this evidence , and the composition of a felony ! " 

If Mr, Morissy was not perfectly correct in his 
was still quite enough to establish a charge of misc 
against my father *, and he was accordingly committ 
at the approaching assizes , while I was delivered ( 
Charge of a police-sergeant, to be in readincss whei 
mony should be required. 

The downfall of a dynasty is sure to evoke seve: 
nation against the late ruler , and now my parent, 
few days past could have tilted the beam of justice i 
pleasure , was overwhelmed with , not merely abu 
tack, but several weighty accusations of crime we 
against hlm. Not only was it discovered that he 
with the due course of justice, but that he was ap 
in, and contriyerof, many of the scenes of insur 
disturbance , which for years back had filled the co 
alarm and the gaols with criminals. 

For one of these cases, a night attack for i 
evidence was so complete and unquestionable , 
Crown prosecutor disliking the exhibition of a i 
evidence against his parent , dispensed with my a 
altogether, and prosecuting the graver charge c 
verdict of guilty. 

The sentence was transportation for life, wi 
fiscation of all property to the Crown. Thus mj 
in life was to exile my father, and leave myself 
a promising beginning, it must be owned! 
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CHAPTEE IIL 

A First Step on Life^B Ladder. 

It is among tiie stränge and singular anomalies of oor 
nature , that however pleased men may be at the conviction 
of a noted offender, few of those instrumental to bis punish- 
ment are held in honour and esteem. If all Kilbeggan re- 
joiced, as they did, at my fatlier*s downfall, a^very con- 
siderable sbare of obloquy rested on me; a species of judg- 
ment, I bonestlj confess, that I was not the least prepared 
for. 

"There goes the little informer," said tbey, asi passed: 
"what did ye get for banging, — " a very admirable piece 
of Irisb exaggeration, "for banging yer father, Con?" said 
one. 

"Couldn't ye belp yer stepmotber to a say voyage?" 
sbouted anotber. 

"And tben we*d be rid of yez all," cbimed in a tbird. 

"He's rieb now," wbined out an old beggar-man, that 
often bad eaten bis potatoes at our fireside. ".He*s rieb 
now, the cbap is; be'll marry a lady!" 

This was tbe bardest to bear of all the slights, for 
not alone bad I lost aU pretension to my fatber*s property, 
but tbe raggedness of my clotbes, and the general misery 
of my appearance, migbt have saved me irom tbe reproacb 
of wbat is so forcibly termed "blood-money." 

" Come over to me this evening ," said Father Bush , and 
tbey were tbe only words of ^omfort I heard from any side. 
"Come over to me about six o'clock, Con, for I want to 
speak to you." 

Tbey were long bours that intervened between that and 
six. I could not stay in tbe town wbere every one I met 
bad some sneer or scoff against mft*^ 1 (!,Q\i\<^ x^fiX. %^ Vwsä^ 
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I had none! and so, I wandered out into the open couni 
taking my course towards a bleak common, aboiK t 
miles off, where few, if anj one, was like to be butmysi 

This wild and dreary traet lay alongside of the ma 
road to AtUone, and was traversed by several footpatl; 
by which the coontry people were aocustomed to mal 
"short-cuts" to market, from one part of the road to ai 
other; for the way passing throngh a bog, took many 
winding tum as the ground necessitated. 

There is a feeling of lonely desolation in wide fitf 
stretching wastes, that accords well with the purposeles^ 
vacuity of hopelessness; but somehow or other the very^ 
similitade between the scene without , and the sense of de- 
solation within, establishes a kind of companionship. Lear 
was speaking like a true philosopher when he uttered the 
words, ^*I like this rocking of the battlements." 

I had wandered some hours '^here and there" npon the 
common; and it was now the decline of day, when I saw atf 
a little distance irom me the figure of a young man, whose 
dress and appearance bespoke condition, running along at ] 
a brisk pace, bat eyidently labouring under great fatigue. . 

The instant he saw me he halted, and cried out, <'I { 
say, my boy, is that Kilbeggan yonder, where I see the \ 
spire?** 

"Yes, sir." 

"And where is the high road to Athlone?" 

" Yonder, sir, where the two trees are standing." 

"Have you seen the coachpass — the mail for Athlone?" 

"Yes, sir; she went through the town about half an * 
hour ago." '" 

"Are ye certain, boy? are.ye quite sure of this?" cried 
he, in a voiee of great agitation. 

"I am quite sure, sir: they always change horses at > 
Moone's public -house; and I saw them ^draw up' there 
more than half an hour since." 

'Is there no other coäch passes this road for Dublin?'* . 




'V. 
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**The night mail, sir, but she dofes not go to-night; this 
18 Saturday." 

"What 18 to be done?'* said the youth in deep sorrow, 
and he seated himself on a stone as he spoke , and hid his 
face between his hands. 

Ab he sat thus, I had time to mark him well, and fican 
everj detail of his appearance. * 

Although tall and stoutly knit , he coold not have been 
above Bixteen, or at most seventeen yeare of age; hiB dress, 
a kind of shooting-jacket, was made in a cut that affected 
fashion; and I observed on one finger of his verj white hand 
a ring, which, even to mj uneducated eyes, bespoke con- 
siderable value. 

He looked np at last, and his eyes were very red, and 
a certain trembling of the lips showed that he was mucl^ 
affected. ^'I suppose, my lad, I can find a chaise or a car- 
nage of some kind in Kilbeggan?** said he, "for I have 
lost the mail. I had got out for a walk, and by the advice 
of a countryman taken this path over the bog, expecting, 
as he told me, it woold cut off several miles of way. I 
suppose I must have mistaken him, for I have been run- 
ning for above an hour, and am too late after all; but still, 
if I ean find a chaise , I shall be in time yet." 

"They're all gone, sir," saidl; "and sorry amltohave 
such tidings to teil. The Sessions broke np to-day, and 
th^'re away with the lawyers to Kinnegad." 

"And how far is that from ns?** 

"Sixteen miles or more, by the road." \ 

**And how am I to get there?" 

** Unless ye walk it — " 

" Walk! impossible. I am dead beat already; besides the 
time it wonld take would lose me all chance of reaching Dub- 
lin €ui I want.** 

*'ABdy 'SmitftL has a horse , if he*d lend it; and there's a 
shoit ^poiad by Hogam^s boreen." 

'** Wlierc^oeB this Smith lire?" said he, 9to^^'B%\sÄ\sB^- 
patieirtly. 



22 THE CONFESSIONS OP CON CREGAK. 

'^Not a half-mile from here; 70a can see the boose froi 
thiß." 

"Come along, then, and show me the way, my boy, 
Said be; and tbe gleam pf bope seemed to lend alacrity to bi 
movements. 

Away we set togetber, and, aswewent, it was arrangei 
between os tbat if Andy would bire out bis mare , I sbouli 
accompany tbe rider as guide , and bring back tbe animal t' 
its owner, wbile tbe traveller proeeeded on bis joumey t 
town. 

Tbe negotiation was tedious enongb ; for, at first , And; 
wonldn't appear at all; be tbougbt it was a process serve 
was after bim — a suspicion probably suggested by my pre 
sence, as it was generally believed tbat aragof bnyfatber* 
mantle bad descended to me. It was only after a very cau 
tious and careful scrutiny of tbe young traveller tbrougb i 
small glass eye — it wasn*t a window — in tbe mud wall 
tbat be would consent to come out. Wben be did so, b( 
treated tbe proposal most indignantly. " Is it be bire out bi 
baste? as if sbe was a dirty garraun of Betty Nowlan*s o 
tbe bead inn , be wondered wbo^d ask tbe like ! " and so on. 

Tbe youtb, deterred by tbis reception, would bave aban 
doned tbe scbeme at once; but I, better acquainted witl 
sucb cbaracters as Andy, and knowing tbat bis difficultiei 
were only items in tbe intended cbarge, biggled, and bar 
gained, and buUied, and blameyed by turns; and, aftei 
some five-and-forty minutes of alternate joking and abusin^ 
eacb otber, it was at last agreed on, tbat tbe '^ baste*' wa: 
to be ceded for tbe sum of fifteen sbillings — " two-and-six 
pence more if bis bonour was pleased witb tbe way sbe carrie( 
bim." Tbe tumpike and a feed of oats being also at tb< 
cbarge of tbe rider , as well as all repairs of sboes incurred b} 
loss, or otberwise. Tben tbere came a supplemental claus< 
as to tbe peculiar care of tbe animal. How, '^sbe wasn*tt( 
be let drink too mucb at once , for sbe*d get tbe cbolic ; " anc 
if sbe needed sboeing, sbe was to bave a '^twitcb'* on hei 
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nose, or she*d kick the forge to " smithereens." The same 
precautioQ to be taken if the saddle requlredfreshgirthing; 
a hint was given besides , not to touch her with the left heel, 
or she'd certainly kick the rider with the bind leg of the same 
side ; and , as a last caution given , to be on our guard at 
the cross-roads at Toomes-bridge , or she'd run away to- 
wards Croghan, where she once was tumed out in foal. 
"Barring" these peculiarities, and certain smaller difficulties 
about mounting, "she was a lamb, and the sweetest tem- 
pered crayture ever was haltered." 

In the very midst of this panegyric upon the animaVs 
good and noble qualities he flung open the door of a little 
shed , and exhibited her to our view. I verily believe , what- 
ever the urgency of the youth*s reason for proceeding, that 
bis heart failed him at the sight of the steed; a second*s 
reconsideration seemed to rally bis courage , and he said, 
"No matter, it can't be helped; saddle her at once, and let 
US be oflF.*' 

" That's easier said nor done ," muttered Andy to himself, 
as he stood at the door, without venturing a step farther. 
"Con," said he, at last, in a species of coaxing tone I well 
knew boded peril, "Con, a cushla! get a hould of her by 
the head, that*s a fine chap ; make a spring at the forelock." 

"Maybeshe*dkick— " 

"Sorra kickl get up there, now, and I'll be talking to 
you all the while." 

This proposition, though doubtless meant as most en- 
couraging , by no means reassured me. 

"Come, come! TU bridle the infernal beast," said the 
youth , losing. all patience with both of us , and he sprung 
forward into the stable ; but barely had he time to jump back, 
as the animal let fly with both bind legs together. Andy, 
well aware of what was Coming , pulled us both back , and 
shut to the door, against which the hoofs kept up one rattling 
din of kicks, that shook the crazy edifice from roof to 
groond. 
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" Yc sce wliat comes of startlin* her; the crayture*s timid 
as a kid," said Andy, whose blanched cheek badly cor- 
roboratcd his assumed composure. "Ye may do what ye 
plaze, barrin* putting a bridle on her, ehe never took km<äj 
to that ! " 

**But do ye intend me to ride her without one?" said the 
youth. 

"By no manner ofmeans, sir," said Andy, with a plau- 
sible slowness on each word, that gave hitn time to think 
of an expedient , " I wouldn't be guilty of the likc ; none that 
knows me would ever say it to me : I'm a poor man — " 

"You're a devilish tiresome one," broke in the youth 
suddenly; "here we have been above half an hour standing 
at the door , and none the nearer our departure than when we 
arrived." 

"Christy Moore could bridle her, if he was here," said 
Andy; "but he's gone to Moate , and won*t be back tili even- 
ing ; may be that would do ? " 

A very impatient , and not very pions exclamation eon- 
signed Christy to an untimely fate. '* Well, don*t be angry, 
any how, sir," said Andy, "there's maiiy a thing a body 
would think of, if they wem*t startled; see, now, I have a 
way Ulis minute; an elegant fine way, too." 

"Well, what is it? Confound your long-winded speeehes ! " 

"Theire, now, you're angry again! sure it's enough to 
give one quite a through-otherness, and not leave them time 
to reflect." 

"Your plan, your plan!" said the young man, his lips 
trembling with anger and impatience. 

"Here it is, thon; let the *Gossoon,'" meaning me, 
"göt up on the roof and take off two or three of the scraws, 
the sods of grass , tili he can get throngh , and then steal 
down on the mare's back; when he's once on her, shell 
never stir head nor foot , and he can slip the bridle over her 
quite asy." 

" The boy might be killed ; no , no , I'U not suffer that — " 
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"Wait, sir," criedl, interrupting, "it's notso hardafter 
all; o&oe on her back, I defy her to throw me." 

"Surel know that well; sorra better rider in the Meath 
faunt than little Con," broke in Andy; backing me with a 
ready flattery he thought woiüd deceive me. 

It was not without reluctance that the yonth consented to 
this forlom höpe, butheyielded&;last; and so, withabridle 
fastened round me like a scarf, I was hoisted on the roof by 
Andy; and under a volley ofencouraging expressionsexhorted 
to "goinandwin." 

"There! there, acushla!" criedAndy, as he saw me per- 
forming the first act of the piece with a vigour he had never 
calculated on; ^*'tisn't a coach and six ye want to drive 
through. Tearandages! ye'lltakethewhole roof off." The 
truth was , I worked away with a malicious pleasore in the 
destruction of the old miser's roof; nor is it quite certain how 
f ar my zeal might have carried me ; when suddenly one of the 
rafters — mere light poles of ash — gave way, and down I 
went, at first slowly, and then quicker, intoakindoffunnel 
formed by the smashed timbers and the earthen sods. The 
Crash, the din, and the dust, appeared to have terrified the 
wicked beast below, for she stood trembling in one comer of 
the stable, and never moved a limb as I walked boldly up and 
passed the bridle over her head. This done, I had barely 
time to spring on her back, when the door was forced open by 
the young gentleman, whose fears for my fate had absorbed 
every other thought. 

^^Are you safe, myboy, quite safe?" hecried, makinghis 
way over the fallen mbbish. 

" Ohi the devil fear him," cried Andy, in a perfect rage 
of passion ; ^' I wish it was his bones was smashed, instead of 
ihe roofsticks — seel — Och, murther, only iook at this." 
And Andy stood amid the ruins, a most comical picture of 
»ffliction, in part real and in part assumed. Meanwhile the 
youth had advanoed to my side, and with many a kind and 
encouragtmg word, more than repaid lA^icyc ^xccj A<e»s2L^|^. 
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"'Tisn't five pound will pay the damage," cried Andy, 
running up on bis fingers a sum of imaginary arithmetic. 

"VVTiere's the saddle, you old — " What the youngman 
was about to add, I know not; but at a look from me — ha 
stopped Short. 

"Is it abusin* me you're for now, affcher wrecking my 
hoüse and destroying my premises?" cried Andy, whose 
temper was far from sweetened by the late catastropha 
" Sure what marcy my poor beast would get from the likes o£ 
y e ! sorry step she'U go in yer Company ; pay the damages ye 
done, and be off." 

Here was a new turn of affairs, and judging from the 
irascibility of both parties, a most disastrous one: it de- 
manded, indeed, all my skill — all the practised dexterity of 
a mind trained, as mine had been by many a subtlety, to 
effect a compromise, which I did thus: my patron being cast 
in the costs of all the damages, to the amount of twenty 
Shillings, and the original contract to be maintained in all ifs 
integrity. 

Theyoung man paid the money without speaking; buti 
had time to mark that the purse from which he drew it was fax 
from weighty. "Are we free to go, at last?" cried he, Ina 
voice of suppressed wrath. 

"Yes, yer honour; alFs right," answered Andy, whose 
beart was mollifiedat the sightof money; " a pleasant joumey, 
and safe to ye; take good care of the beast, don*t ride h&[ 
over the stones, and — " 

The remainder of the exhortation was lost to us, as we set 
forth in a short jog-trot, I running alongside. 

"When we are once below thiB hill, yonder," said I to 
my companion, "give her the whip, and make up for lost 
time." 

"And how are you to keep up, my lad," asked he in some 
surprise. 

I could scarcely avoid a laugh at the simplicity of tha 
question, as if an Irish gossoon with bis fopt on bis native bogi 
wouldn't be an OYormatch in a day's journey for the best hack 
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that ever ambled. Away we went, sometimes joking over, 
sometimes abusing the old miser Andy, of whom, for my 
fellow-traveller's amusement, I told varioos little traits and 
stories, at which he laughed with a zest quite new to me to 
witness. My desire to be entertaining then led me on to speak 
of my father and bis many curious adventures — the skill with 
which he coidd foment litigation, and the wily stratagems by 
which he sustained it afterwards. All the cunning devices of 
the process server I narrated with a gusto that smacked of 
my early training; how, sometimes, my crafty parent would 
append a summons to the collar of a dog, and lie in wait tili 
he saw the owner take it off and read it, and then emerging 
from bis concealment, cry out "sarved," and take to bis 
heels; and again, how once he succeeded in "serving** old 
Andy himself, by appearing as a beggar woman, and begging 
bim to light a bit of paper to kindle her pipe. The moment, 
however, he took the bit of twisted paper, the assomed 
beggar- woman screamed out, "Andy, yer sarved; that's a 
process, my man ! " The shock almost took Andy's life ; and 
there's not a beggar in the barony dares to come near him 
since. 

"Your father must be well off, then, tsuppose," said my 
companion. 

"He was, a few weeks ago, sir; but misfortune has cöme 
on US since that." I was ashamed to go on, and yet I feit that 
stränge Impulse so strong in the Irish peasant to narrate any- 
thing of a character which can interest by harrowing and 
exciting the feelings. 

Very little pressing was needed to make me recount the 
whole story, down to the departure of my father with the 
other prisoners sentenced to transportation. 

"And whither were you going when I met you this moming 
on the common?'* said my fellow-traveller, in a voice of some 
interest. 

"To seek my fortune, sir," was my brief answer; and 
either the words , or the way they were uttered , seemed to 
strike my companion, for he drew \i^«\iQT\.^\A^\ÄJt^^^'aÄ^ 
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repeating the phrase, " Seek your fortune ! " "Just lo," said 
I, warmed by an enthusiasm wbich then was beginning to 
Idodle witiiiii me, and which for many a long year since, and 
in many a trying emergency, has cbeered and sustained me. 
^' Just 80, the world is wide, and there's a palii for every one, 
if they'd only look for it." 

"But you saw what came of my taking a sbort cut, this 
znormng," said my companion, laughing. 

"And you'd have been time enough too, if you had been 
always thinking of what you were about, sir: but as you told 
me , you began a thinking and a dreaming of twenty things 
fiur away; besides, who knows what good tum luck may 
take, just at the very moment when we seem to have least 
of it." 

" You're quite a philosopher, Con," said he, smiling. 

"So Father Mahon used to say, sir," said I, proudly, 
and in reality highly flattered at the reiteration of the 
epithet. 

Thus chatting, we journeyed along, lightening the way 
with talk, and making the hours seem to me the very plea- 
santest I had ever passed. At last we came in sight of the 
steeple of Rinnegad, which lay in the piain before us, about 
amüedistant. 

The little town of Kizmegad was all astir as we entered it. 
The "up mail" had just come down, in the main street, 
sending all its passengers flying in yarious direetions, — 
through shop-windows; into cow-houses and piggeries; some 
being proudly perched on the roof of a cabin, and others most 
ignobly seate4 on a dunghill ; the most lamentable figure of 
all being an elderly gentleman, who, having cut a summerset 
through an apothecary's window, came forth cut by a hun- 
dred small vials , and bearing on bis person unmistakeable 
evidence of every odour from tar- water to assafoetida. Tbe 
comreyance itself lay, like the Ark after the deluge, qoietly 
reposing on one side; while animals, male and female " affeor 
their kind," issued from within. Limping «od disconsolate 
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^fignres were being aasisted into the iun; and black eyes and 
amaahed faces were as rife as in a country fair. 

I was not slow in appropriating the calamity to a good 
pmpose; "See, sir," I whispered to my companion, "you 
Said, a while ago, that nobody had such bad luck as yourself ; 
think what might have happened you now, if you hadn*t 
miflsed the coach." 

^^Trne enough, Con," said he, "there is such a thing as 
being too late for bad as well as for good fortune; and I ex- 
perience it now. But the next question is, how to get forward ; 
for, of course, with a broken axle , the mail cannot proeeed 
fiirther;' 

The difficulty was soon got over. The halt and the 
maimed passengers, after loudly inveighing against all coaoh« 
proprietors, — the man that made, and the man that horsed, 
— he that drove, and he that greased the wheels of all public 
conveyances, demanded, loudly, to be forwarded to the end 
of their joumey by various chaises, and other vehicles of the 
town. I at the same time making use of my legal knowledge 
to suggest that while doing so, theyactedunderprotest; that 
it was "without prejudice" to any future proceedings they 
might deem fit to adopt for compensatory damages. If some 
laughed heartily at the source from which the hint came, 
others said I was a " devilish shrewd chap," and insinüated 
something about a joint-stock subscription of sixpenccs for my 
benefit ; but the motion was apparently unseconded, and so, 
like many benefactors of my species, I had to apply to my 
conscience for my reward ; or, safer still, had to wait tili I 
could pay myself. 

My young companion, who now, in a few words, told me 
that he was a student at Trinity College, and a ^'reader for 
honours," puUed out his purse to pay me. " Remember, my 
boy, the name of Henry Lyndsay, lameasily found, ifyou 
Chance to come to DubÜn ; not that I can be of much service 
to any one, but I shall not forget the service you rendered me 
this day. Here , take this , pay for the mare's feedin^^ «aa^.^ 
when she has rested — " 



-1 
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I would not fluffer him to proceed further, but brokc 
"Tm not going back, sir! I'U never tum my footsteps 
wsj again! Leave the mare in the inn; Andy comes ei 
Satorday here for the market, and will find her safe. Ai 
me, I must 'seek my fortune;' and when one has to se; 
for anything, there's nothing like beginning early." 

"You're a stränge fellow, Con," said he, looking at 
and I was shrewd enough to see that his features exhibite« 
small astonishment at my words. ^^And where do you inl 
to look for this same fortune you speak of ?" 

"No one place in particular, sir! I read in an cid b 
once, that good luck is like sunshine, and is not found ii 
climates at the same time ; so I intend to ramble about ; 
when I breakfast on the sunny side of the apple, never sta 
dine off the green one." 

"And you are the kind of fellow to succeed ! " said he, 
to himself, and rather as though reflecting on my words 1 
addressing me. 

" So I intend, sir!" repliedl, confidently. 

"Have you ever read Gil Blas, Con!" 

" I have it almost by heart, sir." 

**That*sit!" said he, laughing; "IseewhenceyouVe 
your taste for adventure. But remember, Con, Gil ! 
lived in different times from ours, and in a very different 1 
He was, besides, a well-educated fellow, with no small sl 
of good looks and good manners." 

"As for age andcountry, sir," said I, boldly, "men 
women are pretty much alike at all times, and in all pla 
in the old book I told you of a while ago, I read that hu 
passions, like the features of the face, are only in£ 
varieties of the same few ingredients. Then, as to educa 
and the rest, — what one man can pick up, so can anot 
The will is the great thing, and I feel it very strong in 
And now, to give a proof of it, I am determined to go r 
Dublin, and with your bonour, too; and you'U see if I 
have my way." 
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" So you shall, Con ! " repKed he, laughing ; "1*11 take 70U 
on ihe top of the chaise ; and although I cannot afford to keep 
a servant, 70U shall stay with me in College, until chance, in 
which 70U have such implicit faith , shaU provide better for ^^ 
you. Come now, lead the mare into the stable, for I see my 
companions are packing up to be gone.*' 

I was not slow in obeying the Orders , and soon retumed to 
assist my new master with his luggage. All was quickly 
settled; and a few minutes after saw me seated on a port- 
manteau on the roof on my way to Dublin. 



CHAPTEE IV. 

''How I entered College, and how I left it/' 

It was still dark, on a drizzling moming in January, as we 
reached the Capital: the lamps shone faintly through the 
foggy, wet atmosphere; and the gloom was deepened as we 
entered the narrow streets at the west of the city. A few 
glimmering lights from five-stories' high , showed where some 
early riser was awaking to his daily toil; while here and 
there, some rough-coated policemen stood at thecornerof a 
Street to be rained on; except these, no sign of living thing 
appeared; and I own the whole aspect was asad damperto 
the ardour of that enthusiasm which had often pictured the 
great metropolis as some gorgeous fairy land. 

The carriage stopped twice , to set down two of the travel- 
lers , in obscure dingy streets , and then I heard Mr. Lyndsay 
say, " To the College ; " and on we went through a long laby- 
rinth of narrow lanes and thoroughfares, which gradually 
widened out into more spacious streets , and at length arrived 
at a great building, whose massive gates slowly opened to re- 
ceiye, and then solemnly closed after us, wenow stood ina 
6pacioxi8 quadrangle , silent and noiseless as a church at mid- 
night. 

Mr. Lyndsay hastily descended, and ordering me to caxtrj 
in some of the baggage, I{olloN^^d\öX£i.\\i\jö^\öx%^^'^'w^^ 



BG THE CONFESSIONS OF CON CREÖAN. 

within these walls. YouVe heard of Napoleon, I dare 
say?" 

"Bony, isit?" askedl, giving the more familiär title by 
which he was better known to my circle of acquaintance. 

" Exactly," said he, " Bony. Now Bony used to call a first 
battle the baptism of Grlory ; so may we style , in a like way, 
Matriciilation to be the baptism of Knowledge. You under- 
stand me, eh?*' 

««Not all out," said I, "but partly." 

" We'll illustrate by a diagram, then." 

"I say, Bob," whispered the younger, "let us find out with 
whom he is ; " then tuming to me , said , " Where do you live 
here?" 

" Yonder," said I, "where that lamp is." 

««Mr. Lyndsay*s Chambers?" 

««Yes,sir." 

««All right," cried the younger ; «« we'll show you the secret 
of matriculation." 

««Come along, my young friend," said the eider, in the 
same pompous tone he had used at first, ««let us teach you to 
drinkof thatPierian spring which ^Lahitur et läbetur in omne 
volubilis asvum,^ " 

Ibelieve it was the fluent use of the unknown tongue which 
at once allayed any mistrust I might have feit of my new 
acquaintances ; however that may be , there was something so 
imposing in the high • sounding syllables that I yielded at 
once, and foUowed them into another and more remote quad- 
rangle. 

Here they stopped under a window, while one gave a loud 
whistle with his fingers to his lips ; the sash was immediately 
thrown up , and a handsome , merry-looking face protruded. 
««Eh! — what! — Taylor and Ward," cried he, ««what's 
going on?" 

««Come down, BurtQn; here's ayouth for matriculation," 
cried the younger. 

« « All right ," cried the other. « « There are eight of us here 
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at breakfast;'' and disappearing from thewindow^he speedily 
descended to the court , foUowed by a number of others , who 
gravely saluted me with a deep bow, and solemnly welcomed 
me witiiin the classic precincts of old Trinity. 

* * Domine — what's bis name ? " said the young gentleman 
called Burton. 

" Cregan, sir," repliedl, akeady flattered by the attentions 
I was receiving, "Con Cregan, sir." 

" Well, Domine Cregan, come along with us, and never put 
faith in a junior sophister. You know what a junior sophister 
is,ItrustV" 

"No sir." 

" Teil hi'm, Ward." 

"A junior sophister, Mr. Cregan, is one who, being in 
* Locke' all day, is very often locked out all night, and who 
observes the two rubrics of the Statute *cfe vigüantihus et lucen- 
Uhus,'' by extinguishing both lamps and watchmen." 

"Confound your pedantry," broke in Burton; "a junior 
soph is a man in his ninth examination." 

" The terror of the porters," cried one. 

" The Dean's milch cow," added another. 

<' A credit to his parents , but a debtor to his tailor ," broke 
in a third. 

" Seidom at Greek lecture , but no fellow-commoner at the 
Curragh," lisped out Taylor: and by this time we had 
reached a narrow lane , flanked on one side by a tall building 
of gloomy exterior, and on the other by an angle of the 
Square. 

'* Here we are , Mr. Cregan ; as the poet says , * this is the 
place, the centre of the wood.* " 

"Gentlemen Sponsors, to your functions;" scarce were 
the words out , when I was seized by above half a dozen pair of 
strong hands: my legs were suddenly jerked upwards, and, 
notwithstanding my attempts to resist, I was bome along for 
some yards at a brisk pace. I was already about to forbear 
my struggles, and suflfer them to play their — as I deemed it — 
harmless joke in quiet , when straigbt initoiiX. oi\öa ^"V^'ö:^ ^>». 
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enormous pump, atwhich, and by a double haudie, Bui*ton 
and another were working away like sailors on a wreck; 
throwing forth , above a yard off, a jet of water almost enongh 
to tum a mill. 

The whole plot now revealed itself to me at once, and I 
commenced a series of kickings and plungings that almost left 
me free. My enemies, however, were too many and too power- 
fiil ; on they bore me , and in a perfeet storm of blows , lunges, 
writhings, and boundings, they held me fast under the stream, 
which played away in a frothy current over my head, face, 
ehest, and legs — for , with a most laudable impartiality , they 
moved me from side to side, tili not a dry spot remained on my 
whole body. 

I shouted , I yelled , I swore , and screamed for aid , but all 
in vain; and my diabolical tormentors seemed to feel no 
touch of weariness in their inhuman pastime; white I, ex- 
hausted bymy struggles and the continuous rush of the falling 
water, almost ceased to resist; when suddenly a cry of " The 
Dean! the Dean!" was heard: my bearers let go their hold, 
— down I tumbled upon the flags , with barely consciousness 
enough to see the scampering crew flying in all directions, 
while a host of porters followed them in bot pursuit. 

* * Who are you, sir ? What brought y ou here ? " said a tall 
old gentleman I at once surmised to be the Dean. 

** The devil himself, I believe! " replied I, rising with diffi- 
culty under the weight of my soaked garments. 

*'Turn him outside the gates, Hawkind!'' said the dean 
to a porter behind him. " Take care , too , he never re-enters 
them." 

**ril take good care of it, sir," said the feUow, as with ono 
strong band on my coUiyr, and the closed fingers of the other 
administering genüe admonitions to the back of my head , he 
proceeded to march me before him through the square; re- 
volving asiwent, thoughts, which, certes, evinced not onc 
sentiment of gratitude to the leamed university. 

My College career was, therefore, more brief than brilliant ; 
for I was " expelled" on the very same day that I " entered." 
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With the " World before me where to choose," Istepped out 
into the classic precincts of College Green, fully assured of one 
fact, that " Town" could scarcely treat me more harshly than 
*'Gown." I feit, too, that I had passed through a kind of 
ordeal; that my ducking, like the ceremonies on crossing the 
line , was a kind of masonic ordinance , indispensable to my 
opening career; and that thus I had got successfolly through 
one at least of my "trials." 

A species of filial instinct suggested to me the propriety of 
seeing Newgate, where my father lay , awaiting the arrival of 
the convict ship that was to convey him to Van Diemen's 
Land: and thither I accordingly repaired, not to enter, but 
simply to gaze , with a very awestruck Imagination, upon that 
double barred cage of human ferocity and crime. 

In itself the circumstance has nothing worthy of record,nor 
should I mention it, save that to the deep Impression ofthat 
moming do I owe a certain shrinking horror of all great crime ; 
that Impression has been of incalculable benefit to me through 
Ufe. 

I strained my eyes to mark if , amid the faces closely 
pressed against the streng bars, I could recognise that of my 
parent, but in vain; there was a terrible sameness in their 
features, as if the individual had sunk in the criminal, that left 
all discrimination difficult; and so I turned away, satisfied 
that I had done a son's part most completely. 
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CHAPTER V. 

A Peep at *'High and Low Company.^ 

* I HAYE often heard it obserred, that one has as little to do 
with the choice of bis mode of life,aswith the name he receives 
at baptism. I rather incline to the opinion that this is true. 
My ;own very varied , and somewhat dissimilar occupations 
were certainly far less the result of any preconceived plan 
or scheme, than the mere ^*tum-up" of the rolling die of 
Fortune. 

It was while revolving a species of fatalism in this wise, 
and calmly assuring myself that I was not bom to be staryed, 
that I strolled along Merrion-square on the same aftemoon of 
my expulsion from Trinity and visit to Newgate. 

There were brilliant equipages, cavaliers, and ladies on 
horseback ; handsome houses , with balconies often thronged 
by attractive-looking occupants ; and vast crowds of gaily- 
dressed persons promenaded within the square itself , where a 
military band performed ; in fact, there was more than enough 
to interest and amuse one of higher pretensions in the scale of 
pleasure than myself. 

While I was thus gazing on this brilliant panorama of the 
outdoor life of a great city, and wondering and guessing what 
precise object thus brought people together — forno feature 
of ^a market, or a fair, or any festive occupation solved the 
difficulty — I was Struck by a class of characters who seemed 
to play the subordinate parts of the drama — a set of ragged, 
ill-fed, half-starved boys, who foUowed in crowds each new 
arrival on borseback, and eagerly sought permission to hold 
his horse when he dismounted ; the contrast of these mangy- 
looking attendants to the glossy-coated and handsomely- 
caparisoned steeds they led about being too remarkable to 
escape notice. Although a very fierce rivalry prevailed 
amongst them, they seemed a species of organized guild, who 
constituted a distinct walk in Hfe, and indignantly resented 
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the attempt of some two or tbree " voluntaries" who showed 
a wish to join the fratemity. 

I sat against the rails of the square, stadying with some 
curiosity Httle details of their etiquette, and their stränge 
conventionalities. A regulär corps of them stood in front of 
me, canyassing with all the eager volubility of their craft for 
the possession of a handsome thorough-bred ponj, from 
which a young officer, in a cavalrj undress , was about to 
dismount. 

"I'm your own boy, capjainj rmTim, sir!" cried one, 
with a leer of most familiär intimaey. 

" 'Tis me towld ye about Miss O'Grady, sir," shouted an- 
other, preferring another and stronger claim. 

"i'm the boy caught your mare the day ye was thrown, 
captain ! " insinuated a third, exhibiting a want of tact in the 
reminiscence that drew down many a seoff upon him from his 
fellows ; for these ragged and starving curs had a most lively 
sense of the use of flattery. 

" Off with youl — stand off!" said the young dragoon, in 
a threatening tone, "let that fellow take my mare;" and he 
pointed to me, as I sat, a patient but unconcerned spectator 
of the scene. Had a medical consultatioq^ been suddenly set 
aside on the eve of a great surgical Operation, and the 
"knife" committed to the unpractised hand of a new by- 
stander, the breach of etiquette and the surprise could äcarce 
have been greater. The gang stared at me with most undis- 
guised contempt, and a perfeet volley of abuse and irony 
foUowed me as I hastened to obey the summons. 

It has been very often my fortune in life to take a position 
for which I neither had submitted to the usual probationary 
study, nor possessed the necessary acquirement; but I be- 
lieve this my first step in the very humble walkofa "horse- 
boy," gave me more pain than ever did any subsequent one. 
The eriticisms on my dress, my walk, my country look, my 
very shoes — my critics wore none — were all poignant and 
bitter; and I verily believe, such is the £ot<i.^ oil iNöiAjss^^^ 
should have preferred the rags and ac^vx^ox qI \Jkä\söJ^^^^ 



^ ^^ 
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that moment, tft the warm grej frieze and blue worsted stoek- 
ings of my country costume. 

I listened atteatively to the young officer*8 directions how 
I was to walk bis mare, and where; and then assuming a 
degree of indifference to sarcasm I was far from feeling, 
moved away from the spot in sombre dignity. The captain — 
the title is generic — was absent about an hour; and when he 
retumed seemed so well pleased with my strict obedience to 
his Orders, that he gave me a Shilling, anddesired me tobe 
punctually at the same hour and the same place on the day 
following. 

It was now dark; the lamplighter had begun his rounds, 
and I was just congratulating myself that I should escape my 
persecutors, when I saw them approaching in a body. In an 
instant I was surrounded, and assailed with a torrent of ques- 
tions, as to who I was — where I came from — what broughf 
me there — and lastly, and with more eagemess than all be- 
sides — what did "the captain" give me? As I answered 
this query first, the others were not pressed; and it being 
voted that I should expend the money on the fratemity, by 
way of entrance-fee , or, as they termed it, "paying my 
footing," away we set in a body to a distant part of the town, 
remote from all its better and more spacious thoroughfares, 
and among a chaos of lanes and alleys, called the "Liberties.' 
If the title were conferred for the excessive and unlimited 
freedoms permitted to the inhabitants, it was no misnomer. 
On my very entrance into it I perceived the perfect free and 
easy which prevailed. 

A dense tide oi^population thronged the close , confined 
passages; mostly of bödmen, bricklayers' labourers, and 
scavengers, with old clothesmen, beggars, and others whosc 
roUicking air and daring look bespoke more hazardous modet 
of life. 

My companions wended their way through the dense 
throng, like practised travellers, often cutting off an angle 
by a dive through the two doors of a whiskey shop, and occa- 
sionally making a great short-cut, by penetrating through a 
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house and the court behind it — little exploits in geography 
ezpiated by a Tolley of curses from the occupants, and some» 
times an admonitory brickbat in addition. ^ 

The oniform good temper they exhibited; theeasy'treedom 
with which they submitted to the rather rough jocuiarities of 
the passers-by — the usual salute being a smart slap on the 
crown of the head, administered by the handicra:t tool of the 
individual, and this sometimes being an iron trowel, or a 
slater's hammer — could not but exalt them in my esteem as 
the mo8t patient set of varlets I had ever sojonmed with. To 
my question as to why we were going so far, and whither our 
jonmey tended, I got for ans wer the one short repiy — " We 
must go to ' ould Betty's.' " 

Now as I would willingly spare as much of this period's 
recital to my reader as I can, Iwill content myself with stating 
that " ould Betty," or Betty Cobbe, was au old lady who kept 
a species of ordinary for the imclaimed youth of Dublin. 
They were fed and educated at her seminary — the washing 
cost little, and they were certainly **done" for at the very 
smallest cost, and in the most remarkably brief space of time. 
If ever these faint memorials of a lifo should be read in a cer- 
tain far-off land, more than one settler in the distant bush, 
more than one angler in the duU stream of Swan River, will 
confess how many of his first sharp notions of life and man- 
ners were imbibed from the training nurture of Mrs. Elizabeth 
Cobbe. 

Betty 's proceedings, for some years before I had the 
honour and felicity of her acquaintance , had attracted to- 
wards her the attention of the authorities. 

The Colonial Secretary had possibly grown jealous; for 
she had been pushing emigration to Norfolk Island on a far 
wider scale than ever a Cabinet dreamed of ; and thus had she 
acquired what , in the polite language of our neighbours , is 
phrased the " Surveillance of the Police " — a watchful super- 
intendence and anxious protectorate , for which , I grieve to 
say, she evinced the very reverse of gratitude. Betty had, in 
consequence, and in requirement wiüit\i<& ^^Y^Qi^^**^^s&&'«^ 
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— the most capricious spirit that ever vexed plain old- 
fashioned mortals — reformed her establishment; and £rom 
having opened her doors, asbefore, towhat, m the language 
of EastThdian advertisements , are called "a few spirited 
young men," she had fallen down to that small fiy who, in 
various disguises of yagrancy and vagabondage, infeet the 
highways of a capital. 

By these disciples she was revered and venerated — their 
devotion was the compensation for the world*s neglect, and 
80 she feit it. To train them up with a due regard to the 
faults and follies of their better-endowed neighbours was her 
aim and object, and to such teaching her knowledge of Dublin 
life and people largely contributed. 

Her original walk had been minstrelsy; she was the famous 
ballad-singer of Drogheda-street, in the year of the rebellion 
of '98. She had been half a dozen times imprisoned — some 
Said that she had even visited "Beresford's riding-school," 
where the knout was in daily practice, but this is not so clear 

— certain it is, both her songs and sympathy had always been 
on the patriotic side. She was the terror of Protestant 
ascendency for many a year long. 

Like Homer, she sung her own verses; or if they were 
made for her, the secret of the authorship was never divulged. 
For several years previous to the time I now speak of , she 
had abandoned the Muses — save on some special and stri- 
king occasions, when she would come before the world with 
some lyric, which, however, did little more than bear the 
name of its onee famed composer. 

So much for the past. Now to the present history of Betty 
Cobbe. 

In a large unceilinged room, with a great fire blazing on 
the hearth, over which a huge pot of potatoes was boiHng, 
sat Betty, in a straw chair. She was evidently rery old, as 
"~~"'~'ixer snow- white hair and lustreless eye bespoke; but the fire 
of a truculent, uuyielding spirit still warmed her blood, and 
the Sharp ringing voice told that she was decided to wrestle 
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for existence to the last, and woold never "give in" nntil 
f airly conquered. 

Betty's chair was the only one in the Chamber: the rest of 
the Company disposed themselves clasaically in the recumbent 
postore, or sat, like primitive Christians, crosslegged. A 
long deal table, sparingly provided with wooden plates and a 
few spoons, occapied the middle of the room, and round the 
walls were several small bundles of straw, which I soon leamed 
were the property of private individuals. 

"Come along, tili I show ye to ould Betty," said oneof 
the varlets to me, as he pushed his way through the crowded 
room ; for abeady several other gangs had arrived, and were 
exchanging recognitions. 

" She's in a sweet temper, this evening," whispered an- 
other, as we passed. " The Polis was here a while ago, and 
took up * Danny White,' and threatened to break up the 
whole establishment." 

" The devil a thing at aU they'U lave us of our insti- 
tushuns," said a bow-legged little blackguard, with the 
"Evening Freeman" written round his hat, — for he was an 
attachd of that j oumaL 

" Ould Betty was crying all the evening," said the former 
Speaker; by this time we had gained the side of the fireplace, 
where the old lady sat. 

"Mother! mother, Isay!" cried myguide, touching her 
elbow gently; then stooping to her ear, he added, "Mother 
Betty!" 

"Eh! Who's callin' me?" said the hag, with her band 
aloft. "I'm here, my Lord, neither ashamed nor afeard to 
say my name." 

"She's Wanderin'," cried another; "she thinks she*s in 
Coort." 

"Betty Cobbe! Isay. It'sme!" saidmyintroducer, once 
lAore« 

The old woman tumed fiercely round , and hßt «ixssssssÄÄc 
and glassy eyes, bloodshot from eiL^^e«« «aiöl-^^äsvötö.^ ^^^"^^^ 
to flare up into an angry gleam, aa aVve »«aöl, ''''^o\>.^\s\:3 '•öoasS. 
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is it you that's turniu' iiiformer agin ine \ you tLat I took up 
out of yer mother's arms, in Green-atrect , nhen ßhe fainted 
at the CHtting down of yer father? Your father," added she, 
" that murdered old Meredith! " 

The boy, a bardened and bold-featnxed fellow, became 
lividlypale, but never spoke. 

"Yes, myLord," contiimedebe, still following the theme 
of herown wildfancies; "it'a JameBBntterley'B boy! Bntter- 
ley that waa hanged!" and ahe ahook and rocked with a 
fiendish eiultation at the eiposure. 

"Many of us doean't know what bekem of our fathers!" 
eaid a sly-looking, old-fashioned creature, whose beight 
Ecarcely exceedcd tvro feet, although evidently near manhood 
inpointofage. 

"Wbowasyours, Mickey?" cried another. 

"Father Glynn, of Lnkc-strect," growied oat the imp, 
with a leer. 

"And youra? " aaid another, dragging me forward, directly 
in front of Betty. 

"ConCrcgan, of Kilbeggaii," saidl, boldly. 

" Success to yc, mabouchal!" eaid fhc old hag; "and so 
you're asonof Con, the informer." Slie looked aternly at me 
for a few seconde, and thcn in a slower and more dellberatc 
tone added, "I'm forty years, last Lady -day, living tbis way 
and kecpin' Company with all sorts of tbicves, and roguea, 
and blaguards, andworae — ay, far worse besides ; butmay 
I ncTer See Glory if an informer, or his biat, was imder the 
roof afore!" 

The ateadfast decision of look and voice aa ehe ipoke 
seemcd to impresa the bjstanden, who &U baek «nd gued at 

me with that kind of ahrii " ■ 

Bometimea eihiblt. at tke ccn) 

During the pauae of aomi 
seuse of abjcet debt 
tke Paria of ai 
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"Are ye ashaiuüd ol'ycr fatherV teil iiio tliatl" cri^fd lii« 
liag , sliakiiig ine roughly by one «liouldor. 

"It is not here, and bcfore tbe like of lliese," «aid i, look 
iug round at tlie ragged, unwashed asscniblagc, '^tiiat I hIioijM 
feel shame ! or if I did , it is to und mysclf among IIküii ! " 

"That's my boy! that's my own spirited boy!" crj<-d ihi- 
cid woman, dragging me towards her. '*Faix, I aftfu tJi«: 
time we'd have made sometliin* out of you. llowld ycr toinru'rk, 
ye vagabonds; the child's right, — ycr a dirty umau r:r«'w' 
Them!" said she, pointing to mc; "thein waB tlit; kind */i 
chaps I used to have , long ago; tliat wasn't afcard of alJ U**-. 
Beresfords, and Major Sirr, and tlic rewt of iUain. Hlw/jh'/ 
every night on Carlisle-bridgc , * 'J'he wearin' of Uj': '//<■«■»*, 
or ^Tra-lal-la, the French is comhig;' and wUnn iU^y wvi 
big and grown men , ready and willing to tum oul foi vul'J 
Ireland. Can you read, avickV" 

"Yes, andwrite," answeredl, proudly. 

"To be sure ye can," muttered sh**, half io it<;fM:if. 
it an informer's child — not know the ihtH rii\t',t *A hj* «f fa'^« " 

"Tear and ages, niothcr!" cried out Un- 'itj^ttr^t* „„^ 
called Mickey ; " we're starvin' for the r/i<;at I ' 

"Sarve it up!" shouted tlie hag, wiih t %«^j«^ «/ i, „i. 
mand; and she gave three knockn witlj h«:' k'wjh v». "a^ 
comcr of the table. 

Xever was command more prowjptJy ot>r -r* , -<.rw * 
mes3 ofthat smoking cornpotind. ':4ili«-', j-.r. -.^#' ^^., 
ladled out on the trenchers , aud bp*:«;'i..-; '^x^^^^. k^-, ...\ 
table, which at once was surrouriCi«:». u; ::> /r>5#., , . ,, 
being made for myself by au hfi^u'nx\vr^' ^r t^ < ^J^- 
cnitdi on the red head of a rerr uu./':— ,".^ ^ 
joBÜed me in his anziety to %*A w^h' tu- ^^ 

Onrmeallradscarcely drairjLit fv -r.-^e. r',^. \ 

w8f6ieiiioved, and preparati'/tic HmU' t ? ^. .i. „ . .- \ 

lud I time to ask tbe r^nMo.. rif^, ^, .,._. . ,, . • 
j rWbrt janonnced tbe eosui^r uf « .r,:.^ , . . 

BBtevad; fliHMm^ ^ i^fk < . . •:' ". 
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looking set of creatures, whose wild high spirits not even 
direst poverty could subdue. While some exchanged greet- 
ings with their friends of the other sex, others advanced to 
tjdk to Betty, or stood to warm themselves around the fire, 
until their supper, a similar ono to our own, was got ready. 
My curiosity as to whence they came in such a body was satis- 
fied by leaming that they were employed at the " Mendicity 
Institution" during the day, and set free at nightfall to follow 
the bentof their own, not over well-regulated , tastes. These 
creatuses were the ballad-singers of thecity; and sometimes 
alone , sometimes in Company with one of the boys, they were 
wont to take their stand in some public thoroughfare ; not 
only the character of the singer, butthe poetry itselftaking 
the tone of the street; so that while some daring bit of town 
scandal caught the ears of College-green, a " bloody murder," 
or a "dying speech,'* formed the attraction of Thomas-street 
andthe"Poddle." 

Many years afterwards , in the chequered page of my ex- 
istence, when I have sat at lordly tables and listened to the 
sharpened wit and polished raillery of the high-bom and the 
giftf d, my mind has often reverted to that beggar-horde, and 
thought how readily the cutting jest was answered, how soon 
repartee followed attack, — what quaint fancies, what droll 
conceits passed through those brains , where one would have 
deemed there was no room for aught save brooding guilt and 
sadrepining! 

As night closed in , the assembly broke up ; some issued 
forth to their Station^ as ballad-singers ; some in pure vaga- 
bond spirit to stroll about the streets; while others, of whom 
I was one, lay down upon the straw to sleep, without a 
dream, tili daylight. 



THS CONF£SSIONS OF C01( CREOAN. 49 



CHAPTER VI. 

"Views of Life." 

Whbn I woke tlie next morning, it was a few mlnutes be* 
fore I could thoroughly remember where I was, and how I 
came there; my next thought was the grateful one that if the 
calling was not a very exalted one , I had at least secured a 
mode of living , and that my natural acuteness , and better 
still, my fixed resolve within me " to get forward in the world," 
woiüd not permit me to pass my days in the ignoble craft of a 
"horse-boy." 

I found that the "walk," like every other career, had 
certain guiding rules and principles by which it was regulated. 
Not only were certain parts of the town interdicted to certain 
gangs, but it was a recognised rule that wheu a particular boy 
was singled out , habitually, by any gentleman, that no other 
should endeavour to supplant him. This was the less difficult, 
as a perfect Community of property was the rule of the order; 
and all moneys were eaeh night committed to the Charge of 
"old Betty," with a scrupulous fidelity that would have 
shamed many a "Joint stock Company." 

The regulär etiquette required that each youth should 
begin his career in the north side of the city, where the class 
of horsemen was of a less distinguished order, and the fees 
proportionably lower. Thence he was promoted to the Four 
Courts; from which, as the highest stage, he arrived at 
Merrion-square and its neighbourhood. Here the visitors were 
either the young oflScers of the garrison , the Castle officials, 
or a wealthy class of country gentlemen , all of whom gave 
sixpences ; while , in the cold quarter of northem Dublin, 
pennypieces were the only currency. If the public difFered in 
these three places, so did the claims of the aspirant: a grave, 
quiet, almost sombre look, being the grand qualificatiox^ vc^ 
the one; while an air of daringeffroivX.et'y^N^^'OcÄXi^'sK^^^^^^s^- 
mendation in the other. Eor w\n\.^ t\i^ia2Ä\ÄX\!ö.^'^'2^^^^^ '^'^ 

TAe Coff/c'ßiiona of Co7i Cregan. I, ^ 
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the "six Clerk" would only commit his bob-tailed pony to a 
discreet-faced varlet of grave exterior, the dashing aide-de- 
camp on his thoroughbred singled out the wild imp with ro- 
guish eye and flowing hair, that kept up with him from the 
barrack in a sharp canter, and actually dived ander a carriage- 
pole, and upset an apple-stall, to be ^^up " in time to wait on 
him; and while yet breathless and blown, was ready with 
voluble tongue to give him the current news of the neighbour- 
hood — who was in the Square , or out dining ; who had ar- 
rived , or why they were absent. To do this task with dex- 
terity and tact was the crowning feature of thecraft, and in 
such hasty joumalism some attained a high proficiency; 
seasoning their scandal with sly bits of drollery, or quaint 
allusions to the current topics of the day. To succeed in this, 
it was necessary to know the leading characters of the Town, 
and the circumstances of their private history ; and these I set 
myself to leam with the assiduity of a study. Never did a 
Bath Master of the Ceremonies devote himself more ardently 
to the investigation of the faults and foibles of his Company — 
never did young lady, before coming out, more patiently 
pore over Debrett, than did I pursue my researches into 
Dublin life and manners; until at last, what betwecn oral 
evidence and shrewd Observation, I had a key to the secret 
mysteriös of nearly every well-known house in the city. 

None like me to explain why the father of the dashing 
family in Stephen's-green only appeared of a Sunday; how 
the blinds of No. 18 were always drawn down at three o'clock; 
and what meant the hackney coach at the canal bridge every 
Thursday aftemoon. From the gentleman that always wore 
a geranium leaf in his coat, to the lady who dropped her glove 
in the Square , I knew them all. Nor was it merely that I 
possessed the knowledge , but I made it to be feit. I did not 
hoard my wealth like a miser, but I came forth like a great 
capitalist to stimulate enterprise and encourage credit. Had 
I been a malicious spirit, there is no sayingwhat amountof 
mischief I might have worked — what discoveries anticipated 
— wh»t awkw&rd meetings effected. I was, however, what 
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the French call a '^bon diable," and most generously took the 
side of the poor sinner against the strong spirit of right. How 
many a poor subaltern had been put in arrest for wearing 
"mufti," had I not been there to apprise him the town-major 
White was Coming. How often have I saved a poor college- 
man from a heavy fine, who, with his name on the sick-list, 
was flirting in the "Square." How have I hastened, at the 
risk of my neck, between crashing carriages and prancing 
horses , to announce to a fair lady lounging in her britska, 
that the "Counsellor," her husband, was unexpectedly re- 
tuming from court an hour earlier than his wont. I have 
rescued sons from fathers, daughters from mothers ; the pupil 
from his guardian, the debtor from his creditor ; in a word , I 
was akind of ragged guardian angel, who watched over the 
peccadilloes of the capital. "My amour propre," — if such 
an expressiori of such a quality may be conceded to one like 
me , — was interested in the cause of all who did wrong. I 
was the Quixote of all deceivers. 

With "Con on the look out," none feared surprise; and 
while my shrewdness was known to be first-rate , my honesty 
was alike unimpeachable. It may readily be believed how, 
with acquirements and talents like these , I no longer pursued 
the humble walk of"horse holder;" indeed, I rarely touched 
a bridle , or if I did so , it was only to account for my presence 
in such localities asimight need an excuse to loiter in. I was at 
the head of my profession; and the ordinary salutation of the 
cavaliers, "Con, get me a fellowtohold this mare,"showed that 
none presumed to expect the ignoble service at my own hands. 

To some two or three of my early patrons , men who had 
noticed me in my obscurity, I would still condescend to yield 
this attention; a degree of grateful acknowledgment on my 
part, which they always rewarded most handsomely. Among 
these was the young officer whose pony I had held on the first 
night of my arrival. He was an Honourable Captain De 
Courcy, very well-looking, well-mannered, and very t^oq^^ 
— member of the Commander-in-Cbi^i'^'^^ÄS. ^ ^Vq ^sää. ^^i^i» 
his Jjfe hy the aid oi his noble birüi axü9L\Äa ^\ä \Äi^^*OQR?t . 
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At the time I speak of , his visits to Menion-square Trere 
devoted to the cause of a certain Mrs. Mansergh , the young 
andbeautiful wife of an old, red-faced, foul-mouthed Queen's 
Coimsel, at least forty years her senior. The scandal was, 
that her origin had been of the very humblest , and that , seen 
by accident on circuit, she had caught the fancy of the old 
lawyer, a well-known connoisseur in female beauty. However 
that might be , she was now about two years married , and al- 
readyrecognisedas the reigning beauty of the vice-regal court 
and the capital. 

The circumstances of her history — her low origin — her 
beauty, and the bold game she played — all invested her with 
a great interest in my eyes. I used to flatter myself there was 
a kind of similarity in at least our early fortunes ; and I en- 
listed myself in her cause with an ardour that I-could not ex- 
plain to myself. How often , as she passed in her splendid 
barouche — the best-appointed and handsomest equipage of 
the capital — have I watched her, as, wrapped in her Cach- 
mere, she reclined in all the voluptuous indolence of her 
queenly state ; glorying to think that she — she , whose proud 
glance scarce noticed the obsequious throng that bowed with 
uncovered heads around her — that she was, perhaps, not 
better nurtured than myself. Far from envious jealousy at 
her better fortune, I exulted in it; she was a kindofbeacon 
set on a hill to guide and cheer me. I remember well , it was 
an actual triumph to me one day, as the Viceroy, a gay and 
dashing nobleman, not over-scrupulous where the claim of 
beauty was present, stopped, with all his glittering stafF, 
beside her carriage , and in playftd raillery began to chide 
her for being absent from the last drawing-room. " We missed 
you sadly, Mrs. Mansergh," said he, smiling his most se- 
ductive smile. "Pray teil my friend, Mansergh, that he 
ßhows himself a most lukewarm supporter of the Government, 
who denies us the fairest smiles of the capital." 

*^In truthf my Jord, he wouLd not gW^ tcä %. tvftvr ttain^ 
^ndlrefuaed to wear the old one " said sVie^ , \?cw^\w^. 



^ 
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*'Downriglit dislojalty, 'upon my honour," said the 
Viceroy, witii well goi-ap gravity. 

"Don'tyouthinkso, mylord?" rejoinedshe; "soleven 
told him that I'd represent the case to your Excellency, who, 
I*m eure , would not refuse a velvet robe to the wife , while 
you gave a silk gown to the husband." 

"It will be the very proudest of my poor prerogatives," 
said he, bowing, while a flash of crimson lit up his pleased 
features. " Your favourite colour is — '* 

"I should like to wear your lordship's," said she, witha 
look the most finished coquette might envy, so admirably 
blended were trust aud timid bashfulness. 

What he replied I could not catch. There was a flattering 
courtesy, however, in his smile, and in the familiär motion 
of the band with which he bawie "good-bye," that were 
enough to show me that he , the haughty mirror of his sover- 
eign , did not think it beneath him to bandy compliments and 
exchange soft looks with the once humble beauty. From that 
time out, my whole thoughts day and night were centred in 
her; and I have passed hoursloug, fancying all the possible 
fortunes for which destiny might intend her. It seemed to me 
as though she were piloting out the course for me in life , and 
that her success was the earnest of my own. Often when a 
ball or a great reception was givenbyher, havelsat, cold, 
shiyering, and hungry, opposite the house, watching with 
thrilling interest all the equipages as they came , and hearing 
the high and titled names called aloud by the servants , and 
thinking to myself, "Such are her associates now, These 
great and haughty personages are here to do honour to her^ 
their lovely hostess; and she^ but a few years back, if 
report spoke truly, was scarcely better off than I was — I — 
myself." 

Only they who have a sanguine, hopeful temperament will 
be able to understand how the poor, houseless, friendless boy 
— the very outcast of the world — the convict'a <sJ»Jä — ^isssSS^ 
ever dare io indulge in such day-dx^&ma oi iwXx»^ ^^"aiwÄRa»« 
Bat I bad 3et the go^ before my fty^« — \5siev \si\fö«sÄ^^^ 
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Steps to it I left to fortane. The noble bearing and polished 
graces of the high and wealthy, which to my humble asso- 
ciates seemed the actual birthright of the great , I perceived 
could all be acquired. There was no prescriptive claim in any 
class to the manners of high breeding; and why should not I, 
if fortune favoured, be as good a gentleman as the best? In 
other particulars, all that I had observed showed me no 
wondrous dissimilarity of true feeling in the two classes. The 
gentleman^ to be sure, did not swear, like the common fellow ; 
but on the racecourse or the betting-ground I had seen , to the 
füll, as much deceit as ever I witnessed in my "own order." 
There was faithlessness beneath Valenciennes lace and velvet 
as well as beneath brown stuff and check; and a spirit of 
backbiting, that we ragged folk knew nothing of, seemed a 
current pastime in better circles. 

What, then, should debar me from that class? Not the 
manners, which I could feign, nor the vices, which I could 
feel. To be like them , was only to be of them — such , at 
least , was then my conviction and my theory. 

Any one who will take the pains to reflect on and analyse 
the mode of thinking I have here mentioned , will see how ne- 
cessarily it tends rather to depress those above, than to 
elevate those beneath. I did not purpose to myself any edu- 
cation in high and noble sentiments , but simply the Perform- 
ance of a part which I deemed easy to assume. The result 
soon began to teil. I feit a degree of contemptuous hatred for 
the very persons I had once revered as almost demigods. I no 
longer looked up to the " gentleman" as such by right divine, 
but by accident ; and I fostered the feeling by the writings of 
every radical newspaper I could come at. All the levelling 
doctrines of socialism — all the plausibilities of equality — 
became as great truths to me; and I found a most ready 
aptitude in my mind to square the fruits of my personal Ob- 
servation to these pleasant theories. The one question re- 
curred every moming as I arose, and remained unanswered 
<9!«eÄ niffht SB I lay down , " Why should I hold a horse , and 
w^^ should another man ride one?" lauppoa^^^ öiS^Rxi^Jc^ 
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has puzzled wiser heads ; indeed , since I mooted it to myself , 
it has caused some trouble in the world; nor , writing now as 
I do in the year of grace '48 , do I suppose the question is yet 
answered. 

I have dwelt perhaps too long on this exposition of my 
feelings; but as my subsequent life was one of far more action 
than reflection, the indulgent reader will pardon the prosiness, 
not simply as explaining the history which follows, but also as 
affording a small breathing-space in acareer where there were 
few"halts." 

I have said that I began to conceive agreat grudge against 
all who were well off in life , and against none did I indulge 
this aversion more strongly than "the Captain," my first 
patron — almost my only one. Though he had always em- 
ployed me — and none ever approached him save myself — 
he had never condescended to the slightest act of recognition 
beyond the tap on my head with his gold-mounted whip , and 
a significant nod where to lead his pony. No sign of his, no 
look, no gesture, ever confessed to the fact that I was a 
creatiüre of his own species, that I had had a share in the great 
firm which, under the name of Adam and Co., has traded so 
long and industriously. 

If I were sick , or cold , or hungry, it mattered not — my 
cheek might be sunk with want or care — my rags might drip 
with rain , or freeze with sleet — he never notieed them; yet, 
if the wind played too roughly with his Arab's mane, or the 
silky tasseled tail , he saw it at once. If her coat stirred with 
the chill breeze , he would pat and pet her. It was evident 
enough which had the better existence. 

If these thoughts chafed and angered me at first, at least 
they served to animate and rouse my spirit. He who wants to 
rise in life must feel the sharp spur of a wrong — there is 
nothing like it to give vigour and energy to his motions. 
When I came to this conclusion , I did not wait long to put the 
feeling into action; and it was tVms — WX. ^w^-^ ^^:^\s2t «cS. 
my Yife deservea a new chaptex of my \aa\jöt:^ • 
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GHAPTEß VII. 

A Bold Stroke for an Opening in the World. 

As regulär as the day itself did I wait at the comer of Mer- 
rion-square, at three o*clock, the arrival of Captain De 
Courcy, who came punctual to the instant; indeed, the 
clatter of the pony*s hoofs , as he cantered along, always an- 
nounced the striking of the Post-office clock. To dismount, 
and fling me the bridle , with a short nod of the head , in the 
direction he wished me to walk the animal , was the extent of 
recognition ever vouchsafed me; and as I never ventured 
npon even a word with him, our intercourse was of the 
simplest possible kind. There was an impassive quietude 
abont his pale cold features that awed me. I never saw him 
Bmile but once : it was when the mare seized me by the 
Shoulder, and tore with her teeth a great piece of my ragged 
coat away. Then, indeed, he did vouchsafe to give a faint, 
listless smile, as he said to his pampered nag, ^^Fie, fie! 
What a dirty feeder you are ! " 

Very little notice on his part — the merest act of recogni- 
tion, a look, a monosyllable , would have been enough to 
satisfy me — an3i;hing, in short, which might acknowledge 
that we were part of the same great chain, no matter how 
many links might lie between us. 

I do not wish it to be inferred that I had any distinct right 
to such an acknowledgment , nor that any real advantage 
would have accrued to me from obtaining it — far from that; 
very little consideration might have induced me to be con- 
tented with my Station; and, if so, instead of writing these 
notes in a boudoir with silk hangings , and — but this is anti- 
cipating with a vengeance ! And now to go back. 

After three hours of a cold wait , on a rainy and dreary 
ah&Tnoon, the only solace to my hunger being the imaginative 
one ofreßecting ob the pleasure of tlioae bappy mortals who 
^ere sitting down to dinner in the vaxious \iO\XBftÄ «Xoti^ ^^ 
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Square, and fancying to myself the blessed state of tranquil- 
lily it must impart to a man^s nature to see a meal of ap- 
petizing excellence , from which no call of business , no de- 
mand of any kind could withdraw him. And what specula- 
tions did I indulge in as to the genial pleasantry that must 
abound: the happy wit, the joyous ease of such gatherings 
when three or four carriages at a door would bespeak the 
Company at such a dinner party. 

At last, out came my captain, with a haste and flurry of 
manner quite unusual. He did not, as was his constant 
custom, pass his hand along the mare's neck, to feel her coat ; 
nor did he mutter a single word of coaxing to her as he 
mounted. He flung himself with a jerk into the saddle, and, 
rapping my knuckles sharply with the gold knob of his whip, 
pettishly cried, "Let her go, su'rah!" and cantered away. 
I stood for some moments motionless, my mind in that stränge 
State when the first thought of rebellion has entered, and the 
idea of reprisal has occurred. I was about to go away, when 
the drawing-room window , straight above me , was opened 
and a lady stepped out upon the balcony. It was too dark to 
discem either her features or her dress ; but a certain instinct 
told me it was Mrs. Mansergh. " Are you Captain DeCourcy's 
boy?" said she, in a sweet and subdued voice. Irepliedin 
the affirmative, and she went on — "You knowhis quarters 
at the Koyal Hospital? Well, go there atonce, asspeedily 
as you can, and give him this note/' She hesitated for a 
sccond, as if uncertain what to say, and then added, "It is a 
note he dropped from his pocket by accident." 

"l'U do it, ma'am," said I, catching the letter and the 
half-crown , which she had half inserted in the envelope to 
give it weight. " You may trust me perfectly." Before the 
words were well uttered, she had retired; the window was 
closed; the curtain drawn, and, except the letter and the 
coin in my fingers, nothing remained to show that the whole 
had not been a trick of my foolish brain. 

Mjr immediate Impulse was to iu\fi\. tö.-^ mv^^vw^» ^ ^'^'^^^ 
Started offat fall speed to do bo«, Wt aa\\ÄMraÄ^>ÖQfc^^"^'^'^^^ 
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the Square, the glare of a bright gas-lamp suggested the 
temptation of', at least, a look at my despatches; and what 
was my astonishment to find that on this note, which had 
dropped by " accident " from the captain*s pocket , the super- 
scription was scarcely dry — in the very act of catching I had 
blotted the words! This, of course, was no affair of mine; 
but it evinced deception — and deception at certain moments 
becomes a dangerous injury. There are times when the mind 
feels deceit to be an outrage. The stormy passions of the 
fury driven mob — reckless and headstrong — show this ; and 
the most terrible moment in all political convulsions is , when 
the people feel , or even suspect , that they have been tricked. 
My frame of mind was exactly in that critical stage. A minute 
before, I was ready to yield any obedience — tender any 
Service ; and now , of a sudden — without the slightest real 
cause, or from anything which could in the remotest way 
affect me — I had become a rebel. Let the reader forgive the 
somewhat tedious analysis of a motive, since it comes from 
one who has long studied the science of moral chemistry, and 
made most of his experiments — as the rule directs — in 
"ignoblebodies." 

My whole resolve was changed. I would not deliver the 
note. Not that I had any precise idea wherefore, or that 1 had 
the least conception what other course I should adopt. I was 
a true disciple of revolt — I rebelled for very rebellion sake. 

Betty Cobbe's was more than usually brilliant on that 
evening. A race, which was to come off at Kingstown the 
next day, had attracted a numerous Company — in the various 
walks of horse-boys , bill-carriers , and pickpockets — all of 
whom hoped to find a ready harvest on the morrow. The 
conversation was , therefore, entirely of a sporting character. 
Anecdotes of the turf and the ring went round , and in the 
many curious devices of roguery and fraud might be read the 
prevailing taste of that select Company. Combinations were 
also formed to raise the rate of payment , and many ingenious 
suggeations tbrown out about turning cattle looae , slacking 
ffirths, stealing curh chains , and so on , feom Wi«A. Mi\Ä.^QrDiÄ- 
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Idc part of the public who preferred holding their horses them- 
selves to entrusting them to the profession. 

Therace itself, too, engrossed a greatshare of interest; 
and a certain Fergusson was talked of with all the devoted- 
neas and affection of a dear friend. Nor, as I afterwards 
leamed, was the admiration a merely blind one, as he was a 
most conning adept in all the wily stratagems by which such 
men correct the wilfiil ways of Fortune. 

How my companions chuckled over stories of "rotten 
ditches," that were left purposely to betray the unwary; 
swinging gates, that would open at the least tonch, and 
inevitably catch the horse that attempted to clear — if the 
hoof but grazed them; bog holes, to swamp : and stone fences, 
to smash — had their share of approyal ; but a drain dug eight 
feet deep, and that must certainly break the backof the horse, 
if not of the rider also, who made a "mistake*' over it, seemed 
the triumph , which carried away the suffrages of the whole 
assembly. 

Now, although I had seen far more of real sport and horse- 
manship than the others , these narratiyes were , for the most 
part, new to me; and I listened with a high interest to every 
scheme and trick by which cunning can overreach and out- 
manoeuvre simplicity. The admiration of adroit knavery is 
the first Step on the road to.fraud , and he who laughs hearikily 
at a clever trick, seldom suspects how he is " booking himself " 
for the same road. For my own part, neither were my prin- 
ciples so fixed , nor my education so carefal , that I (üd not 
conceive a very high respect for the rogue , and a very con- 
temptuous disdain for his victim. 

Moming came, and a bright sunny one it was; with a 
keen frost, and that kind of sharp air that invigorates and 
braces both mind and body. The crisp clear outline of every 
tree andbuilding seen against the deep blue sky; the spark- 
ling river , with its clean bed of bright gravel ; and the ruddy 
faces one meets, are all of a natare to suggeat igleÄÄ^x^^^ÄjA^ 
cheerful thoughts. Even we — we , w\t\i o\rt ^x«ä. ix^^caföc^Ä 
and cbapped bands feit it , and there ^aa ».tl i\aÄTv\.'^ <i*l \s^<s^^- 
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" I have only to suggest ," said I , with an air of most inso- 
lent composure, "tbat you are probably mistaken in your 
law. The offence with which I stand charged amounts, at 
most , to the minor one of breach of trust." 

"What! have we got a lawyer in the dock?" said -the ma- 
gistrate , reddening with fear and anger together. 

"I have enjoyed some opportunities of legal study , your 
worship," said I , " and am happy to state that my opinion, in 
the present instance, will not discredit the assertion. The case 
Stands thus : — I am employed by the Honourable Captain de 
Courcy to perform a particular duty , which is of the distinct 
nature of a trust; that trust, whose importance I do not seek 
to extenuate in the slightest, I fail in. I will not plead the 
strong temptation of a race and a great spectacle. I will not 
allege, as perhaps I might, the example of my companions, 
then revelling in all the pleasures of the day. I will simply 
State that no one fact can be adduced to favour the suspicion 
of a meditated robbery; and that my conduct, so palpably 
open and public , rejects the least assumption of the kind, and 
at the utmost can establish nothing beyond what 1 am willing 
to plead guilty to — a breach of trust." 

"Listen to the Attorney-Greneral! By the hokey, it's 
himself theyVe in the dock ! " said one. 

" That's the chap can give them chapter and varse ! " cried 
another. 

"Silence there ! Keep silence in the court!" said the 
justice, now really warm with passion. "Td have you to 
know, sirrah," said he, addressing me, "that your petti- 
fogging shrewdness is anything but favourable to you in the 
unfortunate position in whi<6h you stand. I shall commit you 
for trial , and would advise you — it is the only piece of advice 
m trouble you with — to Charge some more skilful advocate 
with your defence , and not entrust it to the knavish flippancy 
of conceit and chicanery." 

"I mean to have counsel, your worship," saidl, resolute- 
ly; for my blood was up , and I would have argued with the 
tfvelve judges. "I mean to have one oi V\i^ %xä\. ^\ä. Txi'Ci^Ä. 
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emineut at the bar, for my defence. Mr. Manserg, of Merrion- 
Square , will not refuse my brief when he sees the fee I can 
offer him/' 

A regulär roar of laughter fiUed the court ; the impudence 
of my Speech, and my thus introducing the name of one of 
the very first men at the bar, as likely to concem himself for 
such a miserable case and object, was too much for any 
gravity; and when the magistrate turned to comment upon 
my unparalleled assurance and impertinence to Captain de 
Courcy, he discovered that the honourable captain had left his 
place. 

Such was the fact ! The dashing aidede-camp was, at that 
moment, standing in eamest converse with myself, beside the 
dock. 

"May I speak with this boy in another room, your wor- 
ship?" Said he, addressing the court. 

"Certainly, Captain de Courcy! Serjeant Biles, show 
Captain de Courcy into my robing-room." 

The honourable captain did not regain his composure 
immediately on finding himself alone with me ; on the con- 
trary, his agitation was such, that he made two or three efforts 
before he could utter the few words with which he first ad- 
dressed me. 

" What did you mean by saying that Mr. Manserg would 
defend you? and what was the fee you alluded to?" were the 
words. 

"Just what I Said, sir!'* said I, with the steady assu- 
rance a confidence of victory gives. "I thought it was better 
to have able counsel, and asiknowl have the means of re- 
compensing him, the opportunity was lucky." 

"You don*t pretend that you could afford to engage one 
like him, my lad?" said he, affecting, but very poorly, 
an air of easy composure. "What could you gi ve him V " 

"A note, sir; and although it never issued from the Bank, 
one, not without value ! " 

The captain became deadly pa\e\ \ie ixv^öä c>tä ^Xät^ö ^^~ 
wswda the door, and in a low voice oi VÜ-ie^Xx^inft^ «0%^^«^ >b»N.^% 
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"TU have you searched, sirrah! If anything belonging to 
me is found upon you — ** 

"No fear, sir," said I, composedly; "I have taken pre- 
cautions against that ; the note is safe ! " 

He threw himself npon a chair, and stared at me steadily 
for some minutes without a word. There we were, each 
scanning the other, and inwardly calculating how to win the 
game we were playing. 

"Welll" said he, at last; "what are your terms? You 
see I give in." 

"And so best," said I; *4t saves time. I ask very little 
from your honour; nothing more, in fact, than to have this 
Charge dismissed. I don't mean to wear rags all my life, and 
consort with vagabonds, and so, I dislike to have it said here- 
after that I was ever arraigned or committed for an offence 
like this. You must teil the justice that it was some blunder 
or mistake of your Orders to me; some accidentalcircumstance 
orother: Idon*t much care what, or how, nor will he, ifthe 
ezplanation comes from you ! This done, I'U place the note 
in your hand within half an hour, and we need never see much 
more of each other." 

" But who is to secure me that you keep your promise?" 

"You must trust to me," said I, carelessly; "I have no 
bail to give." 

" Why not retum now with the policeman, for the note, 
before I speak to the justice? " 

" Then who is togo bail for yoM?" saidl, smiling. 

" You are a cool fellow, byJove!" criedhe, atthesteady 
impudence which I maintained in the discussion. 

"I had need be," repliedl, in a voice very diflterent from 
the feigned hardihood of my assumed part. "The boy, 
who has neither a home, nor a friend in the world, has little 
eise to rely on save the cold recklessness of what may befall 
him!" 

J saw a curl of contempt upon the captain's lip at the 
energy of tbia speech ; for now, wTaen, ioi V\ift ^^\. >M£Ä'\i^- 
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tween üb, a single genuine sentiment broke £rom me, he 
deemedit "cant." 

"Welll" eriedhe, "asyouwish; TU speak to the justice, 
and you shall be free." 

He left the room as he spoke, but in a few moments re- 
entered it saying, "All is right! You are discharged! Now 
for your share of the bargain." 

" Where will your honour be in half an hour? " 

"At the Club, Foster-place." 

" Then TU be there with the note," said I. 

He nodded, and walked out. I watched him as he went; 
but he neither spoke to a policeman, nor did he turn his h^ad 
round to see what became of me. There was something in 
this that actually awed me. It was a trait so unlike anything 
I had ever seen in others, that I at once perceived it was "the 
gentleman's" spirit enablinghim tofeel confidence even ina 
poor ragged street wanderer as I was. The lesson was not 
lost on me. My life has been mainly an imitative one, 
and I have more than once seen the inestimable value of 
"trusting." 

No sooner was I at large than I speeded to Betty's, and 
was back again long before the half hour expired. I had to 
wait tili near five, however, before he appeared ; so sure was 
he of my keeping my word, that he never troubled himself 
aboutme! "Ha!" said he, ashesawme; "longhere?" 

" Yes, sir, about an hour ; " and I handed him the note as 
I spoke. 

He thrust it carelessly into his sabretash, and pulling out 
a crown piece, chucked it towards me, saying, " Good-bye, 
friend ; if they don't hang you, you*ll make some noise in the 
World yet." 

" I mean it, sir," said I, with a familiär nod ; and so gen- 
teelly touching my cap in salute, I walked away. 
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CHAPTEE VIII. 

"A Quiet Chop'* at "Eilleen's/^ and a glance at anew Character. 

I LOOKED very wistfully at my broad crown piece, as it lay 
with its honest platter face in the palm of my band, and feit 
by the stirring sensations it excited within me, some inklings 
of bis feelings wbo possesses hundreds of tbousands of tbem. 
Tben tbere arose in my mind the grave question bow it was to 
be spent ; and sucb a stränge connexion is tbere between wbat 
economists call supply and demand, that, in place of being, 
as I esteemed myself a few minutes back, "passing rieh," I 
at once perceived that I was exceeding poor, since to effect 
any important change in my condition, five Shillings was a 
most inadequate sum. It would not buy me more than a pair 
of shoes; and wbat use in repairing the foundation of the 
edifice when the roof was in ruin! not to speakof my other 
garments, to get into which, each moming, by the same 
apertures as before, was a feat that might have puzzled a 
harlequin. 

I next bethought me of giving an entertainment to my 
brethren at Betty's; but, after all, they had shown little 
sympathy with me in my late misfortune, and seemed rather 
pleased to be rid of a dangerous professional rival. This, and 
a lurking desire to leave the fratemity , decided me against 
this plan. 

Then came the thought of entertaining myself, giving 
myself a species of congratulatory dinner on my escape ; and, 
in fact, commemorating the event by anticipating the most 
fashionable mode now in use. 

I canvassed the notion, with all the skill and fairness I 
could summon, starting the various objections against it, and 
answering them with wbat seemed to myself a most judicial 
JnjpartiaUty, 

'^Wbo doea a man usually entertam" aa.\ÖL 1, ^^\i\sl \3L\a 
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iutimate friends?" Those whose agreeability iß pleasing to 
him, or whose acquaintance is valuable from their Station 
and influence. Now, with whom had I such an unrestrained 
and cordial intercourse as myself? Whose society never 
wearied? — whose companionship always interested me? — 
my ownl and who, of all the persons I had ever met with, 
conceived a sincere and heartfelt desire for my welfare, pre- 
ferring it to all others? "Con Cregan, it is you," said I, 
enthusiastically. "In youmy confidence iscomplete. Ibe- 
lieve you incapable of ever forgetting me ; come, then , and 
let US pledge our friendship over a flowing bowl." 

Where, too, was the next doubt. With a crown to spend, 
I was not going to descend to some subterranean den among 
coal-heavers , newsvenders, and umbrella hawkers; but how 
was I to gain access to a better-class ordinary — that was the 
difficulty — who would admit the street-runner in his rags, 
into even a brief intimacy with his silver forks and spoons ; 
and it was precisely to an entertainment on such a scale as a 
good tavem could supply that I aspired. It was to test my 
own feelings under a new stimulant. Just as I have often 
since seen grave people experiment upon themselves with 
laughing gas, and magnetism, andthefümesof ether. 

"It may be too much for you, Con," said I, as I went 
along; "there*s no knowing what eflfect it may have onyour 
nerves." 

" Remember that your System is not attuned to such varia- 
tions. Your vagaries may prove extravagant, and the too 
sudden elevation may disturb your naturally correct judg- 
ment" Against these doubts I pleaded the necessity of not 
being ungrateful to myself — not refusing a very proper 
acknowledgment of my own skill and astuteness ; and, lastly, 
I suggested a glancing kind of hope, that, like those famed 
heroes, who dated their great fortune to having gone to sleep 
beneath the shadow of some charmed tree, or near the rv^^Xa. ^<l 
a magic fountain, thati, too, 8hou\daT\s^i3tC)\rL>iJc^a\i^»s^^^'^^ 
witb some brilliant view of life, and a^ft ^iXi^ ^^^ \ä ^sroRw^'s«»' 
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bright and clear before me, through the hazy mists of 
fancy. 

As I reasoned thus, I passed various ordinaries, stopping 
with a kind of instinct at each, to gaze at the luscious rounds 
ofbeef, sodaintily tricked out with sprigs of parsley — the 
appetizing cold sir-loins, so beautifully stratified with fat and 
lean — with hams that might tempt a rabbi — not to speak of 
certain provocative little paragraphs, about "Ox-tail and 
Gravy ready at all hours." " Queer world it is," said I ; * ' and 
there are passing at every instant, by tens and twenties, 
men, and women, and children, famislüng and hungry, who 
see all these things separated from them by a pane of window 
glass ; and yet, they only gather their rags more closely to- 
gether — clench their thin lips tighter, and move on. Not 
Öiat alone ; but there am I, with means to buy what I want, 
and yet, I must not venture to cross that threshold, as though 
my rags should be an insult to their broadcloth." "Move on^, 
youngster," quoth a policeman at this moment, and thus put 
an end to my soliloquy. 

Wearied with rambling, and almost despairing of myself, 
Iwas about to cross Carlisle Bridge, when the blazing efful- 
gence of a great ruby-coloured lamplight attracted my atten- 
tion, overwhich, in bright letters, ranthewords, "Killeens' 
Tavern and Chop House," and beneath, — ** Steak, potatoes, 
and a pint of stout, one Shilling and fourpence." Armed 
with a bold thought, I turned and approached the house. 
Two or three waiters, in white aprons, were standing at the 
door, and showed little inclination to make way for me as I 
advanced. 

"Welll" cried one, "who are you? Nobody sent for 
you." 

"Tramp, my smart fellow," said the other, "this an*t 
your Shop." 

"Isn'tthisKilleens'?" saidl, stoutly. 

"Just so," said the first, a little surprised at my cool- 
ness. 

'^ Wellj tben, a young gentleman from V\i^ <io^^^^ ^^tä. 
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me to Order dinner for him at once, and pay for it at the same 
time." 

"Whatwillhehave?" 

'' Soup , and a steak , with a pint of port ," said I ; just the 
kind of dinner I had often heard the old half-pay officers talk- 
ing of at the door of the Club in Foster-place. 

" What hour did he say ? " 

^'This instant. He*s Coming down; and as he starts by 
the mail at seyen, he told me to have it on the table when he 
came." 

"All right; four and six," said the waiter, holding out bis 
hand for the money. 

I gave him my crown piece , and as he fumbled for the six- 
pence I insinuated myself quietly into the hall. 

**There*8 your change, boy," said the waiter; "you 
needn*t stop." 

" Will you be so good , sir ," said I , *Ho write * paid * on a 
slip of paper for me, just to show the gentleman? " 

"Of course,*' said he, taken possibly by the flattering 
civility of my address , and he stepped into the bar, and soon 
re-appeared with a small scrap of paper, with these words: 
" Dinner and a pint of port, 4ä. ßd, — paid.*' 

" l'm to wait for him here', sir," said I , most obsequiously. 

" Very well, so you can," replied he, passing on to the 
coflfee-room. 

I peeped through the glass door, and saw that in one of the 
little boxes into which the place was divided , a table was just 
spread, and a soup-tureen and a decanter placed on it. 
** This," thought I, " is for me ; " for, all the other boxes were 
already occupied , and a great buzz of Yoices and dashing of 
plates and knives going on together. 

" Serve the Steak, sir," saidl, stepping into the room and 
addressing the head- waiter , who , with a curse to me to "get 
out of that," passed on to order the dish; while I, with an 
adroit flank movement, dived into the bo^, wA^ vcEiÄa5ü2s\% 
Bome o£ Üie Company , spread my napVaxk ^ötft «* Aat^-aaJvisJ^*^ 
aeroßß me, By a great piece oi ioxtvwie, V)dä «X'sä. '^^sb ^« ^ 
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darkest in the room , so that when seatcd in a corner , with an 
open newspaper before me , I could , for a time at least , hope 
to escape detection. 

"Anything eise , sir?" eried a waiter, as he uncovered the 
soup, and deposited the dish of smoking beefsteak. 

"Nothing," responded I, with a voice of most imposing 
stemness, and manfully holding up the newspaper be- 
tween us. 

The first three or four mouthfuls I ate with a faint heart; 
the fear of discovery, exposure , and expulsion almost choked 
me. A glass of port rallied, a seeond one cheered, and a 
third emboldeued me , and I proeeeded to my steak in a spirit 
of true ease and enjoyment. The port was most insidious: 
place it wherever I would on the table, it invariably stole 
over beside me , and in spite of me , as it were , the decanter 
would stand at my elbow. I suppose it must be in reality a 
very gentlemanlike tipple; the tone of sturdy self-reliance, 
the vigorous air of command , the sense of absolutism it in- 
spires, smack of Toryism; and as I sipped, I feit myself 
rising abqve the low prejudices I onee indulged in against 
rank and wealth, and insensibly comprehending the beauty of 
that System which divides and classifies mankind. 

The very air of the place , the loud , overbearing talk , the 
haughty sunmions to the waiter, the imperious demand for 
this or that requisite of the table , all conspu^ed to impress me 
with the pl^asant Sensation imparted to him who possesses 
money. Among the various things called for on every side I 
remarked that mustard seemed in the very highest request. 
Every one ate of it ; none seemed to have enough of it. There 
was a perpetual cry, — "Mustard! I say, waiter, bring me 
the mustard;" while one very choleric old gentleman, in a 
drab surtout and a red nose , absolutely seemed bursting with 
Indignation, as he said , " You don't expect me to eat a steak 
without mustard, sir?" — a rebuke at which the waiter gi'ew 
actuallypurple. 

Now tbia was the very thing 1 laad TK^se\C b^eiv doing, 
»ctaalljr eating *^a steak without m\istaTÖL\'' \T\i«Ä.%.Tsa&\aka^ 
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and for one who believed himself to be in every respect con- 
forming to the choicest usages of high life ! What was to bc 
done? the steak had disappeared: no matter, it was never 
too late to learn, and sol cried out, **Waiter! themustard 
here ! " in a voice that almost electrified the whole room. 

I had scarcely concealed myself beneath my curtain — The 
Times , — when the mustard was set down before me , with a 
humble apology for forgetfidness. I waited tili he withdrew, 
and then helping myself to the unknown delicacy, proeeeded 
to eat it , as the phrase is , "neat." In my eagemess I swal- 
lowed two or three mouthfuls before I feit its effects, and then, 
a Sensation of buming and choldng seized upon me. My 
tongue seemed to swell to thrice its size; my eyes feit as if 
they would drop out of my head ; while a tingling Sensation, 
like*'frying," in my nostrils , almost droveme mad; so that, 
after three or four seconds of silent agony, during which I ex- 
perieneed about ten years of torture , unable to endure more, 
I screamed out that "I was poisoned," and with wide-open 
mouth , and staring eyes , ran down the coffee-room. 

Never was seen such an uproar! had an animal from a 
wild-beast menagerie appeared among the Company, the con- 
stemation could scarce be greater; and in the mingled 
laughter and execrations, might be traced the different moods 
of those who resented my intrusion. "Who is this fellow? 
how did he get in? what broughthim here? what's the matter 
withhim?" poured in on all sides ; difficulties the head waiter 
thought it better to deal with by a speedy expiQsion than by 
any lengthened cxplanation. 

" Get a policeman, Bob! " said he to the next in command ; 
and the order was given loud enough to be heard by me. 

"What the devil threw him amongst us?" said a testy- 
looking man in green spectacles. 

"I came to dine, sir ," said I; "to have my steak and my 
pintofwine, asihoped, in comiPort, and asone might have 
it in a respectable tavern." 

AjoUy buret of laughter stoppedmft , wcAl^^ ^5^%^^*w2» 
wait for ita BuhsidencG to continue. 
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"Well, sirl I paid for my dinner — " 

"Is that true, Sam?" said a shrewd-looking man to the 
waiter. 

"Quitetrue, sir! he paid foorand sixpence, sayingthat 
the dinner was for a College gentleman." 

"Ihavebeen in College," saidl, coolly; " but no matter, 
the thing is simple enough ; I am here , in a house of public 
entertainment, the proprietors of which have accepted my 
money for a specific purpose ; and putting aside the question 
whether they can refuse admission to any well-conducted in- 
dividual, (see Barnes versus Mac Tivell, in the 8th volume 
Term Reports; and Hobbes against Blinkerton , Soaker, and 
others , in the Appendix , ) I contend that my presence here is 
founded upon contract." 

Another and still louderroar of mirth again stoppedme, 
and before I could resume , the Company had gathered round 
me in evident delight at my legal knowledge; and in parti- 
cular, heof the spectacles, who was a well-known attomey 
of the Court of Conscience. 

"That fellow's a gem!" said he. "Hang me if he's not 
equal to Bleatem! Sam, take ca^^'what you do; he's the 
chap to have his action against yoü! Isay, my man, come 
and Sit down here, and let us have a little chat together." 

"Most willingly, sir,*' responded I. "Waiter bring my 
wine over to this table." This was the signal for another 
shout , of which I did not deign to take the slightest notice. 

"I'U wager a hundred oysters," exclaimed one of the 
party among whom I now seated myself , " that I have seen 
him before l Teil me , my lad , didn't you ride over the course 
yesterday , and cut out the work for Mr. Beatagh ? " 

I bowed an assent. "Who the devil is he?" cried two or 
three together ; and my appearance and manner did not check 
the audible expression of this sentiment. 

"Afewwords will suffice, gentlemen," said I, "on that 
head. My father was an estated gentleman, of small, but 
amneambered fortune , which he lost by an unfortunate spe- 
culation; he accordingly went abroad — '^ 
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" To Norfolk Island ! " suggested one , with a wink. 

"Exactly," responded I; "a Colonial appointment; lea- 
ving me, like Norval, not exactly on the Grampian Hills, but 
in a worse place, in the middle of the bog of Allen; my sole 
dependence being in certain legal studies I had once made, 
and a natural taste for getting forward in life; which , with a 
most enthusiastic appreciation of good Company," here I 
bowed politely all round, " are, I flatter myself, my chief cha- 
racteristics." 

After a little, but most good-humoured, quizzing about my 
present occupation and future prospects, they, with far more 
politeness than might be expected, turned the conversation 
upon other matters, and kindly permitted me to throw 
in from tkne to time my observations ; remarks which I 
could see, from their novelty at least, seemed often to sur- 
prise them. 

At length the hour of separating arrived, and I arose to 
bid the Company good-night, which I performed with a very 
fair Imitation of that quiet ease I had often studied in the 
young guardsmen about town. 

"What do you bet that he has neither home to shelter 
him, nor bed to sleep on this night?" whispered one to his 
neighbour. 

"What are you writing there, Cox?" said another, to 
the keen-eyed man; who was pencilling something on a 
card. 

"There; that's my address, myboy; 12, Stafford-street: 
Jeremiah Cox. Come to me about ten to-morrow." 

Another, while he was speaking, made an effortto slip a 
half-crown into my band; a measure I feit it becoming to de- 
cline with a prompt, but courteous refusal. Indeed, I had so 
identiiied myself with the part I was performing , that I flung 
down my only sixpence on the table for the waiter, and with a 
last salutation to the hoüourable com^a?a:^ ^ ^^»jisÄÄ. «s^, "V 
ha,ve a perfect memory of eveiy c\xt\xm'&\.«bTÄ,^cA*Cöfc^^^'^s5iÄ%^ 

andlrecollect that my swaggering exiV.^^'^b^^^^^^'^^^"^'^^^^ 
ne Confessiona of Con Cregan, I. ^ 
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Bemblance of concem or care as though a carriage waited for 
me outeide to convey me to a luxurious home! 

It has often been a fanöy ofmine through life , to pass the 
entire of a summer night out ofdoor; to wander either through 
the moonlit roads of some picturesque country, or in the still 
more solitary streets of a great city. I have always feit on 
these occasions as though one were '^stealing a march"upon 
the sleeping world — gaining so many more hours of thought 
and reflection, which the busy conflict of life renders so often 
difficult. 

The hours of the night seem to typify so many stages of 
existence, — only reversing the natural order of age, and 
making the period of deep reflection precede the era of san- 
guine hope; for if the solemn closing in of the darkness sug- 
gests musing , so do the rosy tints and fresh air of breaking 
day inspire the warm hopefulness of youth. If "the daylight 
sinking" invites the secret communing of the heart, "the 
dawning of mom" glows with energetic purpose and bold en- 
deavour. 

To come back to myself. I left the tavem without a 
thought whither I should turn my steps. It was a calm night, 
with a starry sky, and a mild genial air, so that to pass the 
hours until moming without shelter, was no great privation. 
One only resolve I had formed — never to go back to Betty*s. 
I feit that I had sojoumed over long in such companionship ; 
it was now time some other, and more upward path should 
open before me. 

Following the course of the Liffey, I soon reached the 
Quay called the North Wall , and at last arrived at the bluff 
extremity which looks out upon the opening of the river into 
the Bayof Dublin. The great expanse was in deep shadow, 
but so calm the sea, that the two lighthouses were reflected in 
long columns of light in the tranquil water. The only sound 
audible was the low monotonous plash of the sea against the 
wall, or the grating noise of a chain cable, as the vessel it held 
sur^ed slowly with the tide. The sounds had something 
plaintire in them, that soon impaxted a tone ol Ä«Äaß»ai \.q \k^ 
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mind: bat it was a melancholy not unpleasing; and I sat 
down upon a rüde block of stone , weaving stränge fancies of 
myself and my future. 

As I sat thus, my ear, grown more acute by habit, detected 
tbe light dank of a chain , and something like a low thumping 
Bound in the water beneath me, and on peeringdown, Idis> 
covered thö^orm of a small boat, fastened to a ring in the wall, 
and which, &om time to time, grated against the streng 
masonry. There it lay, with a pair of light oars run under the 
thwarts , and its beim flapping to and fro , inert and purpose- 
less , like myself! so at least I fancied it ; and soon began 
conceiving a stränge parallel between it and me. I was sud- 
denly startled from these musings by the sonnd of feet rapidly 
approaching. 

I listened , and could hear a man Coming towards me at füll 
speed. I sat down beneath the shadow of the wall , and he 
passed me unnoticed , and then springing up on the parapet, 
he gave a loud shrill whistle , waiting a few seconds as if for 
the reply, he was silent , and then repeated it; but still in vain 
— no answer came. "Blast them!" muttered he, "the 
scoundrels will not show a light! " A third time did he whistle, 
but though the sounds might be heard a mile off, neither sight 
nor sound ever responded to them. "And that rascal too to 
have left the boat at such a moment." Just as he uttered these 
words , he sprang down from the wall , and caught sight of me, 
as I lay, affecting sleep, coiled up beneath it. 

With a rüde kick of his foot on my side , he aroused me, 
saying , " D — n the fellow , is this a time for sleeping ? I told 
you to keep a sharp look-out for me here! What! who are 
you?" cried he, as I stood upright before him. 

" A poor boy , sir , that has no roof to shelter him ," said I, 
plaintively. 

He beut his head and listened; and then, with a horrible 
curse, exclaimed, " Here they are ! here they come ! Can you 
pull an par, my lad ? " 

" J can, SIT, " answered I. 
''Well, Jump down into the puat ^Äiexe ^^xl^tqtw V^"^^^"^^ 
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the point to the stairs. Be qnick ! down with you ! I have 
cut my band, and cannot help you. There, that's it, my 
lad! catch the ring: swing yourself a little more to the 
right; her gunwale is just beneath your foot; all right now! 
well done! Be alive now! give way, give way!" and thus 
encouraging me , he walked along the parapet above me , and 
in a few moments stood fast, calling out, but in a lower and 
more cautious voiee, "There! close in, now astrong pull — 
that's it ! " and then hastily descending a narrowflight of steps, 
he sprang into the boat, and seated himself in the stem. 
"Hush! be still!" cried he, "donotstirl they'U never see us 
under the shadow of the wall ! " 

As he spoke, two dark figures* mounted the wall, straight 
above our heads, and stood for some seconds as it were peering 
/ into the distance. 

" I'U swear I saw him take this way ," cried one , in a deep 
low voice. 

"If he were the Devil himself, he could not escape us 
here," said the other, with an accent of vindictive passion. 

" And he is the Devil," said the former Speaker. 

"Pooh, nonsense, man! any fellow who can win at dice, or 
has a steady iinger with a pistol , is a marvel for you. Curses 
on him ! he has given us the slip somehow." 

"Td not wouder, Harry, if he has taken the, water; he 
ßwims like a duck ! " 

" He could not have sprung from a height like that without 
a plash, and we were close enough upon his heels to hear it: 
flash off some powder in a piece of paper ; it is dark as pitch 
here." 

While the men above were preparing their light, I heard a 
slight stir in the stem of the boat. I tumed my head and saw 
my companion coolly fittiug a cap on his pistol; he was doing 
it with difficulty , as he was obliged to hold the pistol between 
his knees , while he adjusted the cap with his left band ; the 
right band he carried in the breast of his coat. Nothing could 
be more calm and coUected than his every movement ^ up to 
/^e instant when having cocked the vreapoxi, \v^\«^7 '^i^.^Vck. 
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the boat, so as to haye a füll stare at the two dark figures 
above us. 

At last, the fdze was ready , and being lighted, it was held 
for a few seconds in the band , and then thrown into the air. 
The red and lurid glare flashed füll upon two savage-looking 
faces, straight above our heads, and for an instant showed 
their figures with all the distinctness of noon-day. I saw them 
both, as if by a common Impulse, lean over the parapet and 
peer down into the dark water below; and Icould have almost 
swom that we were discovered; my companion evidently 
thought so too, for he raised his pistol steadily, and took a 
long and careful aim. What a moment was that for me , ex- 
pecting at every instant to hear the report, and then the heavy 
fall of the dead man into the water! my throat was füll to 
bursting. The bit of buming paper of the fuze had fallen on 
my companion's pistol band, but though it must have scorched 
him , he never stirred , nor even brushed it off. I thought that 
by its faint flicker , also , we might have been seen; but no , it 
was piain they had not perceived us ; and it was with a delight 
I caunot describe , that I saw one and then the other descend 
from the wall, while I heard the words, "There's the second 
time above five hundred pounds has slipped from us. D — n 
the fellow ! but if I hang for him, TU do it yet ! " 

" Well , youVe spoiled his band for hazard for a while , any 
how , Harry! " said the other. "I think you must have taken 
his fingers clean off!" 

"The knife was like a razor," replied the other, with a 
laugh; "but he Struck it out of my band with a blow above 
the wrist ; and I can teil you, I'd as soon get the kick of a horse 
as a Short stroke of the same closed flst." 

They continued to converse as they moved away, but their 
words onlyreached me inbroken unconnectedsentences. From 
all I could glean, however, I was in Company with one of 
enormous personal strength, andamost reckle^^Yöfct^-^x^iti^* 
At last, all was atiU ; not a sound to "b^Yieiaxöi oxl^xs^ ^-A'^S vcs^Sl 
mj- companiouj ieaning for ward, Bald, ^^ CiomÄ^\ö^^a•^^^'^^'°^^ 
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out a Short distance into the offing; we sball soon see a Hg 
toguideusi" 

In calm still water I could row well. I had been boat-bc 
to the priest at all his autumn iishing excursions on the Wea 
meath Lakcs , so that I acquitted mysclf creditably , urged os 
I am free to confess , by a very profound fear of the larg» 
figure who loomed so mysteriously in the stem. For a timc 
wo proceeded in dcep silence , when at last he said , " What 
vossel do you belong to, boy?" 

" I was never at sea, sir," replied I. 

" Not a sailor ! how comes it, then, you can row so well?" 

" I leamed to row in fresh water, sir.'* 

* * What are you ? How came you to be here to-night ? " 

* * By merest chancc , sir. I had no money to pay for a bed. 
I have neither home nor friends. I have lived by holding 
horsos, and running errands, in the streets." 

" Picking pockets occasionally, I suppose, too, when regu- 
lär business was duU ! " 

' * Never ! " said I, indignantly. 

" Don't be shocked , my fine fellow ! *' said he , jeeringly ; 
"better men than ever you'll be, have done a little that way. 
I have made some lighter this evening myself , for the matter 
ofthat!" 

This confession, if very frank, was not very reassuring, 
and so I made no answer, but rowed away with all my 
might. 

"Well ! " said he , after a pause ; " Luck has befriended 
tnetwice to-night, and sending you to sleep under that wall 
was not the worst turn of the two. Ship your oars, there, boy, 
and let us see if you are as handy a surgeon as you are a 
sailor! Try and bind up these wounded fingers ofmine, for 
they begin to smart with the cold night air." 

" Wait an instant," cried he ; " we are safe now, so you may 
light this lantem;" and he took from his pocket a small and 
moBt elegantly-fashioned lantem, which he unmediately 
lighted. 
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• 

I own it was with a most intense curiosity I waited for the 
light to scan the features of my singular companion ; nor was 
rny satisfaction inconsiderable when , instead of the terrific- 
looking fellow — half bravo, halfpirate, lexpected — Iper- ' 
ceived before me a man of apparently thirty-one or two , with 
large but handsome features , and gentlemanly appearance. 
He had an immense beard and moustache , which united at 
either side of the mouth ; but this , ferocious enough to one 
unaceustomed to it, could not take off the quiet regularity and 
good humour of his manly features. He wore a large-brimmed 
slouched felt-hat, that shaded his brows; and he seemed to be 
dressed with some care, beneath the rough exterior of a com- 
mon pilot coat ; at least he wore silk stockings and shoes , as if 
in evening dress. These particulars I had time to note , while 
he unwound from his crippled band the strips of a silk band- 
kerchief, which, stiffened and clotted with blood, bespokea 
deep and severe wound. 

If the Operation were often painful, even to torture, he 
never winced, or permitted the slightest expression of suffering 
to escape him. At last the undressing was completed , and a 
fearful gash appeared, separating the four fingers almost 
entirely fröm the band. The keenness of the cut showed that 
the weapon must have been , as the fellow averred , sharp as a 
razor. Perhaps the Gopious loss of blood had exhausted the 
vessels , or the tension of the bandage had closed them , for 
there was little bleeding, and I soon succeeded, with the aid of 
his cravat, in making a tolerable dressing of the wound , and 
by filling up the palm of the band , as I had once seen done by 
a country surgeon in a somewhat similar case. The pain was 
relieved by the gentle support afforded. 

"Why, you are a most accomplished vagrant!" said he, 
laughing, as he watched the artistic steps of my proceeding. 
" Whafs your name ? I mean , what do you go by at present ? 
for of course a fellow like you has a score of aliases." 

"I have had only one name up to this," said I^ "Gcail 
Cregan." ^ 

^^ CoD Creganl sharp and slarewd enoxx^V^.^Q^w^^^-»*^^ 
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said he ; " and what line of life do you mean to follow , Master 
Con? for I suspect you. have not been without some specula- 
tions on thc subject." 

"I have thought of various things, sir ; but how is apoor boy 
like me to get a chance? I feel as if I could pick up a Kttle of 
most trades, but I have no money, nor any friends." 

" Money — friends ! " exclaimed he , with a burst of bitter- 
ness , quite unlike his previous careless humour. ** Well , my 
good fellow! I had both one and the other — more than most 
people are supposed to have of eithor — and what have they 
brought me to?" he held up his maimed and blood-clotted 
band , as he spoke this with a withering scom in every accent. 

' * No, my boy ! trust one who knows something of life — the 
lightcr you start the easier your journey! He that sets his 
heart on it , can always make money; and friendff, as they are 
called by courtesy, are still more easily acquired." 

This was the first time I had ever heard any one speak of 
the game of life, as such; and I cannot say what intense 
pleasure the theme affordod me. I am certain I never stopped 
to consider whether his views were right or not , whether the 
shrewd results of a keen observer, or the prejudices of a dis- 
appointed man. It was the subject, the matter discussed, 
delighted me. , 

My companion appeared to feel that he had a willing 
listener, and went freely on canvassing the various roads to 
success, and with a certain air of confideuce in all he said, that 
to me seemed^quite oracular. " What a fellow am I ," said he 
at last, "to discourse in this strain to a street urchin, whose 
highest ambition is to outrun his ragged competitors , and be 
first *in,* for the sixpence of some cantering cornct. PuU- 
ahead, lad, there's the light at last; and hang me if they're 
not two milcs out." 

The contemptuous tone of the last few words efFectually 
repressed any desire I might have had for further colloquy ; 
and I rowed away in silence, putting forth all my strength and 
Bkill,so that the light skiff darted rapidlyand steadily through 
the water. 
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CHAPTER IX. 

Sir Dudley Broaghton. 

Steadily, and with all the vigour I could command,Ipulled 
towards the light. My companion sat calmly watching the 
stars , and apparently foUowing out some chain of thought to 
himself ; at last he said, " There, boy, breathe a bit, there's no 
need to blow yourself , we're all safe long since ; the Fireßy is 
right a-head of us, and not far off either. Have you ever 
heard of the yacht? " 

"Never, sir." 

" Nor of its owner , Sir Dudley Broughton? " 

"No, sir, I never heard the name." 

"Well, come," criedhe, laughing, "thatisconsolatory. 
I'm uot half so great a reprobate as I thought myself ! I did 
not believe tili now that there was an urchin of your stamp 
living who could not have fumished at least some anecdotes 
for a memoir of me ! Well, my lad, yondcr, where yousee 
the blue-light at the peak, is the Fireßy^ andhere, where I 
sit, is Sir Dudley Broughton. Ten minutes more will put us 
alongside, so, if you'renottired, puUaway." 

"No, Sir Dudley," said I, for I was well versed in the 
populär tact of catching up a name quickly , ** I'm able to row 
twice as far." 

"And now, Mister Con," said he, " we are going to part, 
are you too young a disciple of your craft for a glass of grog? 
or are you afoUoWer ofthat new-fanglednotionofpale-faced 
politicians, who like bad coffee and reason better than whiskey 
and tun?" 

"I'Utake nothing todrink, Sir Dudley," saidl. "Ihave 
dined, and drank well to-day, and I'll not venture further." 

"As you please ; only I say you're wrong uot to victual thft 
ship whenever you stand in shore. No iüa\A,et ., ^\\X.^Q>vÄ\iaxÄ. 
into this vest packet , — you'U find soxae a\i^^^Aa.^^'Ö^^^^^ *^^«^^ 
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them , whatever they be. You'll row the boat back with one 
of my people ; and all I have to say is , if you do speak of me, 
as no doubt you will and must, don't say anything about these 
smashed fingers ; I suppose they'U get right one of these days, 
and I'd ratber there was no gossip about them," 

"I'll never speak of it — I — " 

"There, now, that's enough, no swearing, or I know 
you'll break your promise. Back water a little , — pull the 
starboard oar; so , here we are alongside." 

Sir Dudley had scarce done speaking, when a hoarse 
voiee from the yacht challenged us. This was replied to by 
a terrific volley of imprecations on the stupidity of not sooner 
showing the light, amid which Sir Dudley ascended the side, 
and stood upon the deck. " Where's Halkett?" cried he im- 
periously. "Here, sir," replied a short thick-set man , with 
a sailor-like shuffle in bis walk. " Send one of the men back 
with the gig, and land that boy. Teil the fellow, too, he*s 
not to fetch Waters aboard, if he meets him; the scoundrel 
went off and left me to my fate this evening, and it might have 
been no pleasant one , if I had not found that lad yonder.'* 

**We.have all S am Waters' kit on board, Sir Dudley," 
said Halkett , " shall we send it ashore ? " 

" No. Teil him I'U leave it at Demerara for him , and he 
may catch the yellow fever in looking after it," said he, 
laughing. 

While listening to this short dialogue I had contrived to 
approach a light which gleamed from the cabin window, and 
then took the opportunity to count over my wealth , amount- 
ing, as I supposed, to some seven or eight Shillings. Guess 
my surprise, to see that the pieces were all bright yellow 
gold , — eight shining sovereigns ! 

I had but that instant made the discovery, when the sailor 
who was to put me on shore, jumped into the boat and seated 
himself. 

" Wait one instant ," cried I. " Sir Dudley — Sir Dudley 
Broughton!" 

" Well, what's the matter? " said he, leaning over the side. 
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" This money you gave me — " 

"Not enough of course ! I ought to have known that," sai<f 
he, scornfuUy. "Give the whelp a couple of half-crowns, 
Halkett, and send him adrift'* 

" You're wrong , sir," criedl, with passionate eagemess ; 
" they are gold pieces — sovereigns." 

"The devil they are!" cried he, laughing; "the better 
luck yours. Why didn*t you hold your tongue about it." 

" You bid me take some Shillings , sir ," answered I. 

"How d — d honest you must be; do you hear that, 
Halkett? the fellow had scniples about taking his prize- 
money. Never mind, boy, I must pay for my blunder, — you 
may keep them now." 

"I have pride,too," criedl, "and hang me if I touch them." 

He stared at me, without speaking, for &few minutes, and 
then Said in a low flat voice, " Come on deck, lad." I obeyed ; 
and he took a lighted lantem from the binnacle , and held it 
up close to my face , and then moved it , so that he made a 
careful examination of my whole figure. 

" I'd give a crown to know who was your father ," said he, 
drily. 

"ConCregan, ofKilbeggan, sir." 

"Oh, of course, I know all that. Come, now, what say 
you to try a bit of life afloat? Will you stay here?" 

" Will you take me , sir," cried I in ecstasy. 

"Halkett, rig him out," said he, shortly. "Nip the 
anchor with the ebb, and keep your course down Channel." 
With this he descended the cabin stairs and disappeared, 
while I, at a signal from Halkett, stepped down the ladder 
into the steerage. In the mean while, it will not be deemed 
disgressionary if I devote a few words to the singular char- 
acter into whose society I was now thrown, inasmuch as to 
eonvey any candid narrative of my own career, I must speak 
ofthose who , without influencing the main current of my life, 
yet, certainly gave some Impulse and direction to its first 
meanderings. 

Sir DuSey Broughton was the ouly äoxloI ^ ^^■söÄccjNi«!^- 
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th^*)Wbo,not from affection or over kmdness,butout of down- 
^^Xiight indolent indiffcrence , permitted him , first as an Eton 
y''^ Ijoy, and afterwards as a geutleman commoner of Christ 
Church, to indulge in every dissipation that suited his fancy. 
An unlimited indulgence, a free command of wbatever money 
he asked for, added to a temper constitutionally headstrong 
and i'mpetuous, soon developed wbat might have been ex- 
pected from tbe combination. He led a life of wild insubordi- 
nation at school, and was oxpelled from Oxford. With fa- 
culties above rather than beneath mediocrity, and a certain 
aptitude for acquiring the knowledge most in request in So- 
ciety, he had the reputation of being onewho, ifhehadnot 
unhappily so addicted himself to dissipation, would have 
made a favourable figure in the world. After trying in vain 
to interest himself in the pursuits of aeountry life, of which 
the sporting was the only thing he found attractive , he joined 
a well-known light cavalry regiment, celebrated for number- 
ing among its officers more fast men than any other corps in 
the Service. His father dyihg about the same time , left him 
in possession of a large fortune , which , with all his extra- 
vagance, was but slightly encumbered. This fact, coupled 
with his well known reputation, made him populär with his 
brother officers, most of whom having run through nearly 
allthey possessed, sawwith pleasure a newCroesus arrive in 
the regiment. Such a man as Broughton was just wanted. 
One had a charger to get off; another wanted a purchaser for 
his four-in-hand drag. The senior captain was skilful at 
billiards; and every one played "Lansquenet" and hazard. 

Besides various schemes against his purse, the colonel 
had a still more serious one against his person. He had a 
daughter, ahandsome fashionable-looking girl, with all the 
manners of society, and a great deal of that tact only to be 
acquired in the very best foreign society. That she was no 
longer in the fresh bloom of youth, nor with a reputation quite 
spotless, were matters well known in the regiment; but as 
sbe was still eminently handsome, and "the Count Bad- 
cboffsky "bad beea recalled by the empetot ixotoL ^<^ ^ts^^s»^ 
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of which he was secretary, Lydia Delmar was likely, in the 
opinions of keen judging parties, to make a good hit with 
*' some young fellow who didn't know town." Broughton was 
exactly the man Colonel Delmar wanted, — good family, a 
fine fortune, and the very temper a clever woman usually 
eontrives to rule with absolute sway. 

There would be , unfortunately , no novelty in recording 

the Steps by which such a man is ruined. He did everything 

that men do, who are bent upon testing Fortune to the ut- 

most. He lent large sums to his "friends;" he lost larger 

ones to them. When he did win, none ever paid him, ex- 

cept by a good-humoured jest upon his credit at Coutts*. 

" What the devil do you want with money , Sir Dudley ? " was 

an appeal he could never reply to. He ran horses at Ascot, 

and got " squeezed ! " — he played at"Crocky's," and fared 

no better ; but, he was the favourite of the corps. " We could 

never get on without Dudley," was a common remark , and it 

satisfiedhim, that, with all his extravagance , he had made 

an investment in the hearts at least of his comrades. A few 

months longer of this *'fast" career would, in all likelihood, 

have ruined him. He broke his leg by a fall in a steeple chase, 

and was thus driven , by sheer necessity, to lay up , and keep 

quiet for a season. Now came Colonel Delmar's opportunity ; 

the moment the news reached Coventry, he set off with his 

daughter to Leamington. With the steeple-chasing, hazard 

playmfi^|J^tting , drinkiug, yachting, driving Sir Dudley, 

■- ' - '^'o Chance of even time for their plaus; but with a 

athesofa, bored by his inactivity, hipped for want 

ial resources, the game was opeu. The Coloners 

, had such an air of true kindness ! 

^ aghton had left quarters without leave ; but , instead 

^ ^rimands, arrests, and heaven knows what besides, 

. was Colonel Delmar — the fine old fellow, shaking his 

er in mock rebuke , and saying, "Ah, Dudley, my boy^ 

Arne down to give you a rare scolding, \i\3A.>i)QCVÄ ^^^\i\v.^xwi.'ÄÄ 

AS sayedj^oa/" And Lydia, also, agamat^Vom^afcV^^«^^'«^ 

Mt a dialike — that prejudice your boist^xouÄ «utvÖl tiöv&I VsöSv. 
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of men ever feel to clever women, whose sarcasms they know 
themselves exposed to — why, she was gentle good-nature 
and easy sisterlike kindness itself ! Shedidnot, asthephrase 
goes, "nurse him;" but she seldom leffc the room where he 
lay. She read aloud, selectiug with a marvellous instinct, 
the very kind of books he f ancied. Novels, tales of every-day 
life , things of whose truthfahiess he could form some judg- 
ment ; and sketches wherein the author*s views were about on 
a level with his own. She would sit at the window , too , and 
amuse him with descriptions of the people passing in the 
street; such smart shrewd pictures were they of watering- 
place folks and habits , Dudley never tired of them ! She was 
unsurpassed for the style with which she could dress up an 
anecdote or a bit of gossip ; and if it verged upon the free, her 
French education taught her the nice perception of the nar- 
row line that separates *^libertinage" from indelicacy. 

So far from feeling impatient at his confinement to a sofa, 
therefore, Broughton affected distrust in his renovated limb 
for a füll fortnight after the doctor had pronounced him 
cured. At last, he was able to drive out, and soon afterwards 
to take e^cise dn hprseback , Lydia Delmar and her father 
occasion^ly accompiünying him. 

People willtalkÄ'Leamington, as they do in other places; 
and so the gos^MM^that the rieh — for he was still so re- 
puted in the wÄäf — the "rieh" Sir Dudley Broughton was 
going to marry Miss Delmar. 

Gossip is half-brother to that all-powerful director called 
"Public Opinion;" so that when Sir Dudley heard, some 
half-dozen times every day, what it was reputed he would do, 
he began to feel that he ought to do it. 

Accordingly, they were married ; theworld — atleastthe 
Leamington sectioft of that large body — criticising the 
match precisely as it Struck the interests and prejudices of the 
class they belonged toJ 

Fathers and mothers agreed in thinking that Colonel 
Delmar was a shrewd ol4 soldiex, aiid\ia.d\s\Ä,d^ «ai " excelleut 
Ii/t " Young iadies pronounced laVddy — iw ^ ^iA^V<i>BaÄL 
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been out eight years — decidedly lucky. Lounging men at 
club doors looked knowingly at each other as they joked to- 
gether in half sentences, "No affair of mine; but I did not 
think Broughton would have been caught so easily." " Yes, 
by Jove!" cried another, with a jockey-like style of dress, 
^'he*d not have made so great a mistake on the ' Oaks' as to 
nin an aged nag for a two-year-öld ! " 

"I wonder he never heard of that Russian fellow! " said a 
third. 

"Oh, yesi" sighed out a dandy , with an affected drawl; 
" poor dear Liddy did , indeed , catch a * Tartar ! ' " 

Remarks such as these were the pleasant sallies the event 
provoked ; but so it is in higher and greater things in lif e ! At 
the Hunch of a line of battle ship , the veriest vagrant in rags 
fandies he can predict for her defeat and shipwreck! 

The Broughtons were now the great people of the London 
season, at least to acertain "fast" set, who loved dinners at 
the Clarendon, high play, and other concomitant pleasures. 
Her equipages were the most perfect ; her diamonds the most 
splendid ; while Us dinners were as much reputed by one class, 
as her toilet by another. 

Loans at ruinous interest; — sales of property for a tithe 
of its value; — bills renewed at a rate that would have 
Bwamped Rothschild; — purchases made at prices propor- 
tionate to the risk of nonpayment; — reckless waste every- 
where; — robbing solicitors, — cheating tradesmen, and 
dishonest servants! But why swell the list, or take trouble 
to show how the ruin came? If one bad leak will cause a ship- 
wreck , how is the craft to mount the waves with every plank 
riven asunder? 

If, among the patriarchs who lendatusury, Broughton's 
credit was beginning to ebb, in the clubs at the betting-ring, 
at Crockford*s, and at Tattersall's, he was in all the spleixdovA 
of his former fame. Anderson would tx\xs\.\miQ.V\>(^\ia^S.\sÄ 
stable, Howell and James would send \mn. V)c^^ c^^t^cä^^ 
£ad deßigned for a cisar. And so be \Wed, ^SÄi xoO&» ^^^ 
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breakers a-head, he only "carried on" the faster and the 
freer. 

Not that he knew, indeed, the extent, or anything ap- 
proaching the extent , to which his fortune was wrecked. All 
that he could surmise on the subject was founded on the in- 
creased difficulty he found in raising money — a circumstance 
his pliant solicitor invariably explained by that happy phrase, 
the " tightness of the money market." This completely satis- 
fied Sir Dudley, who, far from attributing it to his own 
almost exhausted resources, laid all the blame upon some 
trickery of foreign statesmen , some confounded disturbance 
in Ireland, something that the Foreign Secretary had done, 
or would not do ; and that thus the money folk would not trust 
a guinea out of their fingers. In fact, it was quite clear that 
to political intrigue and cabinet scheming all Sir Dudley's 
difficulties might fairly be traced ! 

It was just at this time that the Count Radehoffsky arrived 
onee more in London in charge of a special mission. No 
longer the mere secretary of embassy , driving about in his 
quiet cab, but an envoy extraordinary , with cordons and 
crosses innumerable. He was exactly the kind of man for 
Broughton's "set," so that he soon made his acquaintance, 
and was presented by him to Lady Broughton as a most 
agreeable fellow, and something very distinguished in his 
own country. 

She received him admirably — remembered to have met 
him, shethought, at Lord Edenbury's ; but he corrected her 
by saying it was at the Duke of Clifton's — a difference of tes- 
timony at which Bvoughton laughed heartily, saying, in his 
usual rough way, "Well, it is pretty clear you didn*t make 
much impression on each other." 

The Eussian noble was a stranger to the turf. In the de- 

tails of arranging the approaching race , in apportioning the 

weights, and ages, and distances, Broughton passed his 

wbole morDings for a month , soreVy pxxzal^d a.t timea by the 

spathjr ofbis northem friend , w\iO actvx^iXVy XÄ-^et OcAroi^«^ 
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an opinion , or expressed a wish for Information on the 
subjeet. 

Sir Dudley*8 book was a very heavy one , too. What " he 
stood to win" was a profound secret; but knowing men said 
thatif helost, itwould be sucha "squeeze" ashadnotbeen 
known at Newmarket since the Duke of York's day. 

Such an event , however , seemed not to enter into his own 
calculations; and so confident was he of success, that he 
could not help sharing his good fortune with his friend Kad- 
choffsky , and giving him something in his own book. The 
count professed himself everlastingly gratefiil, but confessed 
that he knew nothing of racing matters; and that, above all, 
his Majesty the Emperor would be excessively annoyed if a re- 
presentative of his in any way interfered with the race; in 
faet, the honour of the Czar would be tamished by such a pro- 
ceeding. Against such reasonings there could be no Oppo- 
sition; and Broughton only took to himself all the benefits he 
had destined for his friend. ^ 

At last the eventful day came; and although Sir Dudley 
had arranged that Lady Broughton should accompany him to 
the course , she was taken with some kind of nervous attack, 
that prevented her leaving her bed. Her husband was pto- 
voked at this ill-timed illness , for he was still vain of her 
appearance in public ; but knowing that he could do nothing 
for hysterics he seut for Doctor Barham; and then with lül 
Speed he started for the race. 

Among the friends. who were to go along with him, the 
count had promised to make one ; but despatches — that ad- 
mirable excuse of diplomatists, from the great secretary to' 
the humblest unpaid attachd — despatches had just arrived; 
and if he could manage to get through his business early 
enough, "he*d certainly foUow." 

Scarcely had Sir Dudley reached the ground, when a car- 
riage drove up to the stand , and a gentleman descended in all 
haste. It was Mr. Taperton, his BolicvtOT — \Äa XxvsäXtj Ts^aas^. 
of loans and diacounta for many a day. '''''E»\i ^ T«^i V^ sstv^^ 
Broughton, ''come to sport a fifty on the ^\\yT' 

The ConfeMiona of Con Cregan, I. ^ 
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"Walk a little this way, SirDudley," saidhe, gravely; 
and bis voice soon convinced the hearer that something se- 
rious was in the wind. 

"What's the matter, man? You look as if * Cardinal' 
was dead lame." 

"Sir Dudley, you must start from this at once. Holds- 
worth has taken proeeedings on the bills; Lord Corthem 
has foreclosed ; the whole body of the creditors are up , and 
you'U be arrested before you leave the field ! ** • 

If the threat had conveyed the ignominious penalty of 
felony, Broughton could not have looked more indignant. 
"Arrested! You don*t mean that we cannot raise enoughto 
pay these rascals V " 

"Your outstanding bills are above twenty thousand, sir." 

"And if they be ; do you teil me that with my estate — " 

"My dear Sir Dudley, how much of it is unencumbered? 
what Single portion, save the few hundred s a year of Lady 
Broughton's jointure, is not sunk under mortgage? but this 
is no time for discussion; get into the chaise with me; we'll 
reach London in time 'for the mail; to-morrow you can be in 
Boulogne , and then we shall have time at least for an ar- 
rangement." 

"The race is just Coming off! how can I leave? I'm a 
Steward: besides, I have a tremendous book. Do you know 
how many thousands I stand to win here?" 

" To lose , you mean ,*' said the solicitor. * * You're sold ! " 
The words were whispered so low as to be almost inaudible, 
but Broughton actually staggered as he heard them. 
• "Sold! how? what? impossible, man! who could 
seU me?" 

"Only one man, perhaps; but he has done it! Is it true 
you have backed Calliope? " 

"Yes!" saidhe, staring wildly. 

"She was found hamstrung this moming in the stable, 
then," said Taperton; "if you want to hear fiirther parti- 
ctüarßyou maßt ask your friend the Coirnt Radcboffsky l" 
'' The acoandrell the black-hearied^vV!i\a.\a\ \««ft\Jt^iÄV^ 
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cried Broughton. "Come, Taperton, let us starti TU go 
with you; by Jove, you have found a way to make me eager 
fortheroad!" 

The lawyer read in the bloodshot eye , and flushed face, 
the passion for vengeance that was boiling within him"; but he 
never spoke as they moved on and entered the camage. 

It was füll three hours before the expected time of his re- 
tum, when the chaise in which they travelled drew up at the 
Clarendon, and Broughton , half wild with rage, dashed up 
stairs to the suite of splendid rooms he occupied. 

"Oh dear, SirDudley!" cried the maid, as shesaw him 
hastening along the corridor; "oh, Tm sure, sir, how you*ll 
alarm my lady if she sees you so flurried ! " 

" Stand out of the way , woman ! " said he , roughly , en- 
deavouring to push her to one side, for she had actuaUy placed 
herseif between him and the door of the drawing-room. 

"Surely, sir, you*ll not terrify my lady! Surely, Sir 
Dudley— " 

Despite her cries , for they had now become such, Brough- 
ton puöhed her rudely from the spot , and entered the room. 

Great was his astonishment to find Lady Broughton, whom 
he had left so ill, not only up, but dressed as if for the 
promenade; her face was flushed, and her eye restless and 
feyerish ; and her whole manner exhibited the highest degree 
of excitement. 

Broughton threw down his hat upon the table, and then 
retumingto the door, locked and bolted it. 

"Good heavens, Dudley!" exclaimed she, in a roice of 
terror. * * What has happened ? " 

"Everything!" said he; "utter ruin! the whole crew 
of creditors are in füll chase after me , and in a few hours we 
shall be stripped of all we possess." 

She drew a long füll breath as she listened; and had her 
husband been in a mood to mark it, beiSÄ^^.'Via.^^^^^^^'^'^ 
lightly lzi5 terrible tidinga affectedliet. 

''/ mu8t äyl Taperton, he's in t\io CM:Ä«i:^e>^Q^ ^ "^"^^^ 
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France , at Icast for some wceks , tili we cau makc aosae com- 
promise or other; butlhave ono debt that mustbe acquitted 
before I leave.'* 

There was a terrible significance in the words, and she 
. was sick to the heart as she asked , " What , and to whom ? " 

"Kadchoffsky!" cried he, savagely; "that scoundrel 
whom I trusted like a brother ! " 

Lady Broughton feil back, and for a moment her motion- 
less limbs , and pallid features, seemed like fainting ; bat with 
a tremendous effort rallying herseif, she said , " Go on ! " 

"He betrayed me! told every circumstance of my book! 
and the mare I had backed for more than thirty thousand 
is dying thiß instant! so that I am not only ruined, but dis- 
honoured ! " 

She sat with wide staringeyes, and half open lips, while 
he spoke , nor did she secm , in the fearful confusion of her 
fear, to understand fuUy all he said. 

" Have I not spoken plainly ? " said he , angrily ; " don't 
you comprehend me, when 1 say that to-morrow I shall be 
branded as a defaulter at the settling? but enough of this. 
Teil Miliar to get a portmanteau ready for me. ril start this 
evening; the interval is short enough for all I have to do. As 
he spoke, he hastened to his bedroom , and providing himself 
with a case containing his duelling pistols , he hurried down 
stairs ; ordering the postilion to drive to theRussianEmbassy. 

The carriage was scarce driven from the door , when Lady 
Broughton, taking a key from her pocket, opened a small 
door which led from the drawing-room into her dressing-room, 
from which the Count walked forth ; — his calm features un- 
ruffled and easy as though uo emotion had ever stirred them. 

"You heard what Broughton said?" whispered she , in an 
accent of faltering agitation. 

"Oui, parbleu, every word of it!" replied he, laughing 
gently. " The people of the house might almost have heard 
him. " 

"And JB it true?" asked she, while a cold sickness crept 
orerher, and her mouth was shakeu coii"v\x\aVi^\7 . 
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"IbeKeveso," saidhe, ealmly. 

"Oh, Alexis, do not say so!" cried she, in an agony of 
grief ; " or least of all , in such a voice as that." 

He shrugged his Shoulders, and then, after a moment's 
pause, Said, "I confess myself quite unprepared for this show 
ofaffection, Madame — " 

"Not so, Alexis. It is for youl amconcemed; for your 
honour as a gentleman; for your fair fame among men — " 

"Pardon, Madame, ifl Interrupt you; but the defence of 
my honour must be left to myself — " 

" If I had but thought this of you — " 

" It is never too late for repentance, Madame. I should be 
sorry to think I could deceive you." 

"Oh, itis too late! far too late!" cried she, burstinginto 
tears. "Let us go! I must never see him again! I would 
not live over that last half-hour again to save me from a death 
oftorture!'* 

"AUowme, then," saidhe, taking her shawl, anddraping 
it on her Shoulders. " The carriage is ready ; " and with these 
words , spoken with perfect calm , he presented his arm and 
led her from the room. 

To retum to Sir Dudley. On arriving at the Kussian Em- 
bassy , he could leam nothing of the whereabouts of him he 
sought; a young.secretary, however, withwhom hehadsome 
intimacy, drawing him to one side, whispered, "Waithere 
a moment, I have a stränge revelation to make you, but 
inconfidence, remember, for it must not get abroad." The 
story was this: — Count Radchoffsky had been , onhisrecall 
from the Embassy, detected in some Polish intrigue, and 
ordered to absent himself from the capital, and preserve a 
life of strict retirement, under police " surveillance ; " from 
this, he had managed to escape and reach England, with 
forged credentials of Envoy Extraordinary ; the mission being 
an invention of his own, to gain currency in the world^ axÄ 
obtain for him loans of large sums ftoiii'^«Ä\wv&Vwva^'»»^sv*^^ 
^Citjr/ **As be inows," continued Bto\3l^\.c»\3l ^ m'^^^^^"^'^-» 
^'from bis former experience/the day oi o>ä ^owjciföt'^ ^sks^^^"«^ 
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arrival, he has up to this lived fearlessly and openly; but the 
despatch haring reached us through the French cabinet 
sooner than he expected, hls plot is revealed. The great 
difficulty is to avoid all publicity ; for we must have no magis- 
terial interference, no newspaper or police notoriety ; all must 
be done quietly, and he must be shipped off to Kussia without 
a rumour of the affair getting abroad." 

Broughton heard all this with the dogged satisfaction of a 
man who did not well know whether to be pleased or otber- 
wise, that an object of personal vengeance had been with- 
drawn from him. 

But not aceustomed to dwell long on any subject wbere 
the main interest of bis own line of action was wanting, he 
drove home to bis hotel to hasten the preparations for bis de- 
parture. On bis arrival at the Clarendon, a certain bustle 
and movement in the hall and on the stairs attracted bis 
attention, and before he could inquire the cause, a half 
whisper, "There he is; that's Sir Dudley?" made him tum 
round; the same instant a heavy band was laid on ;his Shoul- 
der, and a man said, "I arrest you, Sir Dudley Broughton, at 
the suit of Messrs. Worrit and Sneare, Lombard-street." 

" Be calm ; don't make any resistance ," whispered Taper- 
ton in bis ear ; " come up stairs. They passed on, and entered 
the drawing-room , wbere everything appeared in disorder. 
As for Broughton , he was bewildered and stupified by all he 
had gone through, and sat in a chair staring vacantly at the 
groups around him, evidently unable through the haze of bis 
disordered faculties , to see clearly how , and in what , he was 
interested in the affair. 

" Where's my lady ?" whispered Taperton to the valet, who 
stood almost as spellbound as bis master. 

"Gone, sir; she*sgone," said the man, in a faint voice. 

"Gone wbere? scoundrel!" said Sir Dudley, jumping up 
and seizing him by the throat with both bands, while he roared 
out the words with a savage vehemence that startled all the 



room. 



Gone awsLy, Sir Dudley," said lÄie \i%\i-c)QoVßi^ m«D.\ 
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**I saw her drive off in a chaise and pair with Count Rad- 
choffsky." 

Broughton Ict go bis hold, and feil heavily upon his face to 
the ground. A surgeon was called in , who at once perceived 
that the attack was one of apoplexy.' For that night, and part 
of the next day, his recovery was almost hopeless ; for though 
repeatedly bled, he gave no signs of returning animation, but 
lay, heaving at intervals, long heavy sighs, and respiring 
with an effort that seemed to shake the strong frame in con- 
vulsions. 

Youth and bold remedies, however, favonred bim, and 
on the third moming he awoke, weak and weary, like one 
who had just reached convalescence after a long and terrible 
fever. His features, his gestures, his very voice were all 
altered ; there was a debility about bim — mental and physi- 
cal — that seemed like premature decay ; and they who knew 
the bold bigh-spirited man of a few days before , could never 
haverecognisedhiminthesimple-looking, vacant, and pur- 
poseless invalid, who sat there, to all seeming, neither 
noticing nor caring what happened around bim, It is true, 
indeed , few essayed the comparison. Of those who visited 
bim the greater number were creditors, curious to speculate 
on his recovery ; there were a couple of reporters , too , for 
gossiping newspapers, desirous of coining a paragraph to 
amuse the town ; but no friends — not a man of those who 
dined, and drank, and drove, and played with bim. In 
fact , his fate was soon forgotten even in the very circles of 
which he had been the centre; nor did his name ever meet 
mention , save in some stale report of a bankruptcy examina- 
tion , or a meeting of creditors to arrange for the liquidation 
of bisdebts. 

The wastefol, heedless extravagance of his mode of living, 
was urged even to vindictiveness by his creditors ; so that for 
three y ears he remained a prisoner in the Fleet ; and it was 
only when they saw he had no feeling of eitket ^\i"ösxÄ qxlt^'^^ 
at bis im/)ri50i2inent, that an arraiigeiiierÄ.^«Ä«AA»Ä^^^^*^^ 



104 THE C0NFE8S10NS OP CON CREGAN. 

to , and he was liberated ; set üree to mix in a world in which 
he had not one tie to bind , or one interest to attach himt 

From that hour forth none eyer knew how far his memory 
retained the circumstances of bis past life ; he never certainly 
mentioned them to any of those with whom he formed com- 
panionship ; nor did he renew acqaaintance with one among 
his former friends. Bj great exertions on the part of his 
lawyers, abnost a thousand a jear was secured to bim from 
the wreck of his great fortone, the proceeds of a small estate 
that had belonged to his motber. 

On tbis income he lived some time in total seclnsion, wben, 
to the astonishment of all , he was again seen about town , in 
Company with men of the most equivocal character: noted 
gamblers at bells, "Legs of Newmarket/' and others, to 
whom report attributed bolder and more daring feats of in- 
iquity. While it was a debated point among certain fashion- 
ables of the clubs, how far he was to be recognised by them, 
he saved them all the difficulty, by passing his most intimate 
friends without a bow , or the slightöst sign of recognition. A 
stem repulsive frown never left his features; and he whose 
frank light-hearted buoyancy had been a proverb, wasgrave 
and silent , rarely admitting anything like an intimacy, and 
ayoiding whatever could be called a Mendship. 

After a while he was missed from his accustomed haunts, 
and it was said that he had purchased a yacht, and amused 
himself by sea excursions. Then there came a rumour of his 
being in the Carlist insurrection in Spain , some said with a 
high command; and affcerwards he was secn in a French 
voltigeur regiment serving in Airica. From all these varied 
accidents of life, he came back to London, frequenting, as 
before, the same play resorts, and betting sums whose 
amount often trenched upon the limits of the bank. If , in his 
early life, he was a constaut loser, now he invariably won; 
and he was actually the terror of hell-keepers , whose super- 
stitious fears of certain "lucky ones,** are a well-known 
portion oftheir creed. 
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As for himself , he seemed to take a kind of fiendish sport 
in following up this new tum of fortune. It was like a Nemesis 
on those who had worked bis ruin ! One man in particular, 
a well known Jewmoney-lender, of great wealth , hepursued 
with all the vindictive perseverance of revenge. He tracked 
him from London to Brighton , to Cheltenbam , to Leaming- 
ton^ to Newmarket, to Goodwood; he followed him to Paris, 
to Brüssels ; wherever in any city the man opened a table for 
play there was Broughton sure to be found. 

At last, by way of eluding all pursuit, the Jew went over 
to Ireland — a country where of all others fewest resources 
for bis traffic presented tbemsehres ; and here again , despite 
change of name, and every preeaution of secrecy, Broughton 
traced him out; and, on the night when I ürst met bim, he 
was on bis return from a hell on the Quays , where be had 
broken the bank , and arisen a winner of above two thousand 
pounds. 

The peculiar circumstances of that nigbt's adventure are 
easily told. He was followed from the glay-table by two men, 
witnesses of his good fortune, who saw that he carried the 
entire sum on his person; and from his manner — a feint I 
found he often asSumed -- they believed bim to be drunk. A 
row was accordingly organized at the closing of the play, the 
lights were extinguished , and a terrible scene of tumult and 
outrage ensued, whose sole object was to rob Broughton of his 
winnings. 

After a desperate struggle,in which he received the wound 
I have mentioned, he escaped by leaping from a window into 
the street, a feat too daring for his assailants to Imitate. The 
remainder is already known ; and I have only again to ask my 
reader*8 indulgent pardon for this long episode, without 
which , however , I feit I could not have asked his companion- 
ship on board the Firefly. 
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traits of high and honourable motives in persons of my own 
Station , as though they were assuming the air of their betters. 
What could rags have in common with generous impulses — 
how conld poverty and hunger ever consort with high senti- 
ments or noble aspirations ? They forgive us, thought I, when 
we mimic their dress, and pantomime their demeanour, be- 
cause we only make ourselves ridiculous by the imitation : but 
when we would assume the features that regulate their own 
social intercourse they hate us, as though we sullied, with our 
impure touch, the virtues of a higher class of beings. 

The morel thought over this subject, the more strongly 
was I satisfied that I was correct in my judgment ; and , sooth 
to say, the less did I respect that condition in life which could 
deem any man too poor to be high-minded. 
• Sir Dudley*s anticipations were all correct. The following 
evening at sunset the great head-lands of the south of Ireland 
wereseen, atfirst, clear, and, atlast, like hazy fog-banks ; 
while our light vessel scudded along , her prow pointing to 
where the sun had just set, behind the horizon, and then did I 
leam that we were bound for North America. 

Our voyage for some weeks was undistinguished by any 
feature of unusual character. The weather was uniformly 
fine; steadybreezesfrom the north- east, with a clear sky and 
a calm sea, foUowed us as we went, so that, in the pleasant • 
monotony of our lives, one day exactly resembled anothcr. It 
will, therefore^ suffice if, in a few words, I teil how the hours 
were passed. Sir Dudley came on deck after breakfast, when 
I spread out a large white bear's skin for him to lie upon; re- 
clined on which, and with a huge meerschaum of great beauty 
in his hand, he smoked and watched the lions at play. These 
gambols were always amusing, and never failed to assemble 
all the crew to witness them. "Jarasch," dressed in a light 
woolen tunic, with legs , arms , and neck bare , led them forth 
by a chain; and, after presenting them to Sir Dudley, from 
whose hands they usually received a small piec^ oi «vi^^x^^öök^ 
were then set at liberty^ a privilege tYiey sootl vj^^^*^«^ss.- 
aelrea of, aettdng offät Ml speed around tV^ d.^^^ ^orta^^oss^^»» 
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ono in pursuit of the otlier, somctimca by different ways, Cross- 
ing and recrossing: each other ; now, witli a bold spring, now, 
with cat-like stealthiness, creeping slowly past The exercise, 
far from fatiguing, seemed only to excite them more andmore, 
since all this time they were in search of the food which "Ja- 
rasch," ¥rith a cunning all his own , knewhow, each day, to 
conceal in some new fashion. Baffled and irritated by delay, 
the eyes grew red and lostrous, the tails stiffened, and were 
either carried high over the back or extended straight back- 
wards; they contracted their necks too, tili the muscles were 
gathered up in thick massive folds, and then, their greatheads 
seemed actaally fastened on the fore part of the trunk. When 
their rage had been sufficiently whetted by delay, Jarasch 
would bring forth the mess in a large "grog tub," covered 
with a massive lid , on which seating himself , and armed with 
a short stout bludgeon, he used to keep the beasts at bay. 
This, which was the most exciting part of the spectacle , pre- 
sented every possible variety of combat. Sometimes he ceuld 
hold them in check for nigh half-an-hour, sometimes the 
struggle would scarce last five minutes. Now, he would, by a 
successful stroke , so intimidate one of his assailants that he 
could devote all his energies against the other. Now, by a 
simultaneous attack, the savage creatures would spring upon, 
and overtlirow him, and then, with all the semblance of un- 
govemable passion, they would drag him some distance along 
the deck, mouthing him with frothy Ups, and striking him 
about the head with their huge paws , from which they would 
not desist tili some of the sailors, uncovering the mess, would 
tempt them off by the savour of the food. Although , in gene- 
ral , these games passed off with little other damage thau a 
tom tumic , or a bruise more or less severe , at others Jarasch 
would be so sorely mauled as to be carried off insensible ; nor 
would he again be seen for the remainder of the day. That 
the combat was not quite devoid of peril was clear, by the fact 
that several of the sailors were always armed, some with 
stavesj others with cutlasses, smce, in the event of a bite, and 
blood ßowingy notbing but immediBAÄ wi^ -^twblV^ ^^^^^x^S^ 
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save the boy from being devoured. This he knew well, and 
the exercises wfere always discontinued whenever the slightest 
cut, or eyen a Scratch existed in any part of bis person. Each 
day seemed to heighten the excitement of these exhibitions ; 
for , as Jarasch became more skilful in bis defence, so did the 
whelps in the mode of attack; besides that, their growth ad- 
yanced with incredible rapiditj, and soon threatened to make 
the amnsement no longer practicable. This displaj over, Sir 
Dndley played at chess with Halkett , while I, seated behind 
him, read aload some book — usually one of voyages and 
travels. In the aftemoon he went below, and studied works 
in some foreign language of which he appeared most eager to 
acquire a knowledge, and I was then ordered to copy out, into 
a book , various extracts of different routes in all parts of the 
World; sometimes, the mode of crossing a Syrian desert; now 
the shortest and safest way through the wild regions on the 
shores of the Adriatic. At one time the theme would be the 
steppes ofTartary, or the snowy plains of the Ukraine; at 
another, the dangeroas passes of the Cordilleras, or the hunt- 
ing grounds of the Mandans. What delightful hours were 
these to me; how ftdl of the very highest interest; the wildest 
adyentures were here united with narratives of real events and 
people ; presenting human life in aspects the strängest and 
most i^aried. How different from my old clerkship with my 
father — with the interminable string of bastard and broken 
law Latin ! I believe that in all my after-life , fortunate as it 
has been in so many respects , I have neyer passed hours more 
happy than these were. 

In recompense for my secretarial functions , I was free of 
the middle watch ; so that, instead of turning into my berth at 
Bundown, to snatch some sleep before midnight, I could 
lounge about at will; sometimes dropping into the steerage to 
listen to some seaman's "yarn" of storm and shipwreck, but 
far oftener , book in band , taking a lesson in French from the 
old cook, for which I paid him in being " aide-d^-<i\i\ÄVcia-^'' ot ^ 
with more hardy indnstry, assisting o\a isA. C^^yovwi \cÄ^Ä*vsi 

J^a Confessions of Con Cregan. I, ^ 
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polish up hiß Regensburg pistols , by which I made some pro- 
gress in that tongue of harsh and mjsterious gutturals. 

Through all these occupations , the tbought never left me 
— what could be the object of Sir Dudley's continued voy- 
aging? Nofeature of pleasure was certainly associated with it, 
as little could it be attributed to the practice of smuggling — 
the very seas he had longest cruised in forbade that notion. It 
must be , thought I , that other reason to which he so darkly 
alluded on the day he called me to bis cabin ; and what could 
that be? Never was ingenuity more tortured than mine by 
this ever-recurring question. Since it is needless to teil the 
reader I was not then , nor indeed for a very long time after- 
wards , acquainted with those particulars of bis history I have 
already jotted down. This intense curiosity of mine would, 
doubtless, have wom itself out at last, butlfor a slight circum- 
stance occurring to keep it still alive within me. The little 
state-room in which I used to write, lay at one side of the 
cabin, from which it was entered — no other means of getting 
to it existing; a heavy silk curtain supplied the place of a door 
betweenthetwo; and this, whenfour o'clock came, and my 
day's work was finished , was let down tili the foUowing mom- 
ing, when it was drawn aside that Sir Dudley , from time to 
time, mightsee, and, ifneedfiil, speakwithme. Now, one 
day, when we had been about three weeks at sea, the weather 
being intensely bot and sultry, Sir Dudley had fallen asleep in 
bis cabin while I sat writing away vigorously within. Sudden- 
ly, I heard a shout on deck — *' The whales ! a shoal of whales 
a-head!" and immediately the sudden scuffling of feet, and 
the heavy hum of voices proclaimed the animationandinterest 
the sight created. I strained myself to peep through the little 
one-paned window beside me, but all I could see was the great 
blue heaving ocean, as, in majestic swell, it rolled along. Still 
the noise continued; and by the number and tone of the 
Speakers , I could detect that all the crew were on deck — 
every one, in fact, save myself. What a disappointment ! fdU 
BszDjrmind wslb of every monster of land and water ^ buming 
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to observe some of the wonderfol things I had read so much 
about, and now destined actuallj to be denied asight onwhich 
mj comrades were then gazing! .1 could endure the thought 
no longer, and although my task was each moming allotted to 
me, and carefiilly examined the next day by Sir Dudley, I 
stepped lightly out on tip-toe , and letting fall the curtain so 
that if he awoke I should not be missed , I stole up ^' the com- 
panion'^ and reached the deck. 

What a sight was there! the whole sea around us was in 
motionwiththegreatmonsters, who, in pursuit of a shoal of 
herrings, darted at speed through the blue water, spouting, 
blowing, and tossing in all the wildest confusion ; here every 
eye was bent on a calm still spot in the water, where a whale 
had " sounded" — that is, gone down quite straight into the 
depthsof thesea; here, another was seen scarcely covered by 
the water, his monstrous head and back altemately dipping 
below, or emerging above it; harpoons and tackle weresought 
ont, firearms loaded, and every preparation for attack and 
capture made , but none dared to venture without Orders , nor 
was any hardy enough to awake him and ask for them. Per- 
haps the very expectancy on our part increased the interest, 
for certainly the excitement of the scene was intense ; so much 
so, that I actually forgot all about my'task, and, without a 
thought of consequences,was hanging eagerlyover the taffrail 
in fall enjoyment of the wild scene, when tiie tinkle of the 
captain's bell started me , and to my horror I remembered it 
was now his dinner hour, and that, for the rest of the day, no 
opportunity would offer of my reaching the state-room to 
finish my writing. 

I was so terrified that I lost all interest in the spectacle, 
whereof , up to that time , my mind was füll. It was my first 
delinquency , and had all the poignancy of a first fault. The 
severity I had seen practised on others, for even slight in- 
fractions of duty , was all before me, andl actually debated 
with myself whether it would not be better to inm^ q^^xX^^^^jä^ 
at once tban meet the anger of Six BxxdVey. ^VCcl ^\ii ^^^ 
eise, perhaps, I should have betbougbt m^ oi äot^ä <ixx\sMisv%^^ 
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to account for my absence, but he had wamed meabont trying 
to deceive him, and I well knew he could be as good as his 
Word. I had no courage to teil any of the sailors my fault, 
and ask their advice, indeed I anticipated what wouldbe the 
result; some brutal j est oyer my misfortune, some coarse allu- 
sion to the fate they had often told me portended me , since 
" no younker had ever gone from land to land with Sir Dudley 
without tasting his hemp fritters." I sat down, therefore, 
beside the bowsprit , where none should see me , to commune 
alone with my grief ; and, if I could, to summon up courage to 
meet my fate. 

Night had closed in some time, and all was tranquil on 
board, when Isaw Halkett, as was his custom, going aft to the 
cabin, where he always remained for an hour or more each 
evening. It was just then, I know not how the notion oc- 
curred, but it Struck me thatifl could lowermyself overthe 
aide , I might be able to creep through the little window into 
the State -room, and carry away the paper to finish it be- 
ibre moming. I lost little time in setting about my plot , and 
having made fast a rope to one of the clues, I lowered myself, 
fearlessly, over the gunwale, and pushing open the little 
sash, which was unfastened, I soon managed to insert my 
head and Shoulders , and without any difficulty dragging my 
body slowly after, entered the State -room. So long as the 
danger of the enterprise , and its difficulty last^d , so long my 
courage was high, and my heart fearless; but when I sat 
down in the little dark room , scarcely venturing to breathe, 
lest I should be overheard , almost afraid to touch the papers 
on the table, lest their rustling noise should betray me , how 
was this terror increased , when I actually heard the voices of 
Sir Dudley and Halkett as plainly as though I were in the 
cabin beside them ! 

"And so, Halkett," said Sir Dudley, "you think thia 
expedition will be as fruitless as the others?" 

" I do , sir ," said the other , in a low dogged tone. 

^^Anä yetjoxL were the very man who encouraged me to 
maielt!" 
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**And what of that! Of two things, I thoüght it more 
likelj that he should be the leader of a band to a regiment in 
Canada, than be a Faquino on the Mole of Genoa. A fellow 
like him , could scarcelj fall so low as that." 

' " He ßhall fall lower, by heaven, if I live ! " said SirDudley, 
in a Yoice riBndered guttural with deep passion. 

"Takecareyou fall not with him, sir," saidHalkett, in 
a tone of waming. 

"And if I should — for what eise have I lived these three 
last years? In that pursuit have I periled health and life, satis- 
fied to lose both if I but succeed at last/' 

"Andhow do you mean to proceed? for, assuredly if he 
be attached to the regiment at Kingstown he'll hear of you, 
from some source or other. You remember, when we all but 
had him at Torlosk, and yet he heard of our coming be- 
fore we got two posts from Warsaw; and again, at *Forli,' we 
had scarce dropped anchor off Eimini when he was up and 
away." 

" 1*11 go more secretly to work this time , Halkett : hitherto 
I have been slow to think the fellow a coward. It is so hard 
tobelieve anything so base, as a man bereft of every trait 
of virtue: now I see clearly that he is so. TU track him, 
not to offer him the chances of a duel — but to hunt him 
down as I would a wild beast. I'U proceed up the river in 
the disguise of an itinerant merchant , — one of those pedler 
fellows of which this land is füll, — taking that Irish dog along 
with me." 

"Of whom, remember, you know nothing, sir," inter- 
posed Halkett. 

"Nor need to know," said he, impatient at the inter- 
ruption« "Let him play me false; let me only suspect that 
he means it , and my reckoning with him will be short. I have 
watched him closely of late, and I see the fellow*s curiosity 
is excited about us ; he is evidently on the alert to leam some- 
ihing of our object in this voyage*, butÜie ^«ii^\\fe ^^yo&'Ocä 
knowledge, Tom, will he bis last to en^oy \X. \\.\^^ Oaft»:^ 
proceßBifwe are at sea — a daxk night anöL an e^^XÄ^'^^-'fi^^'^^^ 
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shot ! If on shore , TU readily find some one to take tlie trouble 
offmyhands." 

It may be imagined with what a Sensation of terror I heard 
these words , feeling that my actual position at the moment 
would have decided my fate, if discovered; and yet, with all 
this, I could not stir, nor make an eflFbrt to leave the spot; 
a fascination to hear the remainder of the conversation had 
thoroughly bound me as by a spell; and in breathless anxiety 
I listened , as Sir Dudley resumed. 

"You, with Heckenstein and the Greek, must follow, 
ready to assist me when I need your aid ; for my plan is this : 
Imean toentice the fellow, on pretence of apleasure excur- 
sion, a few miles from the town, into the bush, there to bind 
him band and foot , and convey him , by the forest tracks , to 
the second *portage,* where the batteauxare stationed, by 
one of which — these Canadian fellows are easily bribed — we 
shall drop down to Montreal, there the yacht shall be in 
waiting all ready for sea. Even without a wind , three days 
will bring us off the Island of Orleans, and as many more , if 
we be but fortunate , to the Gulf. The very worst that can 
happen is discovery and detection, and if that ensue, 1^11 blow 
bis brains out." 

"And if we should succeed in carrying him off, SirDudley, 
whatthen?" 

"I have not made up my mind, Halkett, what TU do. 
I've thought of a hundred schemes of vengeance ; but, con- 
found it , I must be content with one only , though fifty deaths 
would not satisfy my hate." 

" I'd put a bullet through bis skull , or swing him from the 
yard-arm, andmakeanendofit," said Halkett, roughly. 

**NotI, faith; he shall live: and, ifican have mywill, 

a long lifo too. His own government would take Charge of 

him at 'Irkutsk/ for that matter at the quicksilver mines; 

and they say the diseased bones, from the absorption ofthat 

poiBoiiy i5 a temble pumshment. BxitlVi'di^^ «^ better notion 

aidll, Do yovL remember thatlow ia\axi<i oS.^^ ^w\. ^^x^ qI^Qbs^ 
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Niger, where the negro fellows live in log huts , threshing the 
water all day, to keep the caymans from the rice - grounds." 

"The devil!" exclaimed Halkett, "you'U not put him 
there." 

" I have thought of it very often," said Sir Dudley , calmly. 
"He*d see his doom before him every day, and dreamof it 
each night too. One cannot easily forget that horrid swamp, 
alive and moving with those reptiles ! It was nigh two months 
ere I could fall asleep at night without starting up in terror 
at the thought of them." Sir Dudley arose as he said this, 
and walked the cabin with impatient steps; sometimes as 
he passed his arm would graze the curtain, and shake its folds, 
and then my heart leaped to my mouth in very terror. At 
last, withaneffort, thati feit as the last chance for life, I 
secured the papers in my bosom, and, standing up on the 
seat, crept through the window , and, after a second*s delay 
to adjust the rope, clambered up the side, and gained the 
deck unobserved. It could not have been real fatigue, for 
there was little or no exertion in the feat; but yet such was 
my State of exhaustion that I crept over to the boat that was 
fastened midships , and lying down in her , on a coil of cable, 
slept soundly tili moming. If my boyish experiences had 
familiarized my mind with schemes of vengeance as terrible 
as ever fiction fabricated, I had yet to learn that "gentle- 
men" cherishedsuch feelings, and Iown thediscovery gave me 
a tremendous shock. That some awful debt of injury was on 
Sir Dudley*s mind was clear enough, and that I was to be, in 
some capacity or other, an aid to him in acquittingit was a 
fact I was more convinced of than pleased at. Neither did I 
fancy his notions of summary justice — perhaps it was my 
legal education had prejudiced me in favour of more formal 
proceedings; but I saw, with a most constitutional horror, 
thefunctionof judge, Jury, and executioner, in the handsof 
one Single individual. 

So impressed wasi with these thoughta, Wvä.X.V'äÄl^'össN» 
been od the bigh seas, Ishould meyitaÄiVy \ÄN^TV5L\i.tet S^.. 
AJas, bowerer, tbe banks of Newfound\aÄd — ^\är>b.^ ^JÄvRSt 
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alllbad heard mentioned on our voyage, — I imagined to 
be grassy slopes, glittering with daisies, and yellow with 
daffodils — are but sand beaps, some two bundred fathoms 
down in " tbe ocean blue; " and all one ever knows of tbem is, 
tbe small geological specimens brougbt up ontbetallowed 
end of tbe deep sea-lead. Escape tbercfore was for tbe pre- 
seut out of tbe question; but tbe steady detenmnation to 
attempt it was spared me , by a circumstance tbat occurred 
about a week later. 

After some days of calm, common enougb in tbese lati- 
tudes, asligbt but steady breeze set in fromtbe nortb-east, 
wbicb bore us up tbe Grulf witb easy sail, tili we came in sigbt 
of tbe long low Island of Anticosti , wbicb , like some gigantic 
monster, raises its dark missbapen beacb above tbe water. 
Not tbe sligbtest trace of foliage or verdure to give it a sem- 
blance to tbe aspect of land ! Two dreary-looking log- bouses, 
about eigbteen iniles apart, remind one tbat a refuge for tbe 
sbipwrecked is deemed necessary in tbis dangerous cbannel ; 
but, except these, not a trace exists to sbow tbat tbe foot of 
man had trod tbat dreary spot. 

Tbe cook's galley is sure to bave its sbare of borrors when 
a sbip "lies to" near this gloomy sbore; scarcely a crew 
exists wbere some one belonging to it bas not bad a messmat^ 
wrecked tbere ; and tben , tbe dreadful narratives of starva- 
tion , and strife , and murders , were too fearful to dwell on. 
Among tbe borrors recorded on every band aU agreed in 
speaking of a terrible cbaracter wbo bad never quitted tbe 
Island for upwards of forty years. He was a sailor wbo bad 
committed a murder under circumstances of great atrocity, 
and dared not revisit tbe mainland , for fear of tbe peo^ty 
of bis guilt. Few bad ever seen bim ; for years back , indeed, * 
be bad not been met witb at all, and rumour said tbat iiej|| 
was dead. Still no trace of bis body could be found, and 
some inclined to tbe opinion tbat be migbt at last have made 
bis escape. 

He was a negro , and was descrlbed as possessing tbe 
atrength ofthree or fbur men*, anOi 8\\)clo\]l!^ V^i^V^vv^i^ca»^ 
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exaggeration of sailors might , and very probably did , colour 
these narratives , the sad f ate of more Üian one party who had 
set out to capture him , gave the stories a terrible air of truth. 
The fear of him was such , that although very liberal terms 
had been offered, to induce men to take up their abode in 
the Island to succour the crews of wrecked vessels, none 
could be found to accept the post ; and even at the period 
when I visited these seas , and afber a long lapse of years 
since the Black Boatswain had been seen, no one would 
venture. 

The story went that his ghost still wandered there , and 
that at night, when the storm was high, and the waves of the 
Gulf sent the spray over that low and dreary Island, his cries 
could be heard , calling aloud to " shorten sail , to brace round 
theyards, closehatchways," mingled with blasphemies that 
made the very hair stand on end. 

If the reader , armed with the triple mail of incredulity, 
• sosnugly ensconcedin hiseasy chair, beforeasea-coalfire, 
can afford to scoff at such perils, not so did I, asisat in a corner 
of the galley gathering with greedy ears the horrors that 
fellon every side, andnowandthenstealingouttocast a glance 
over the bulwarks at the long low bank of sand , which seemed 
more like an exhalation from the water than a solid mass of 
rock and shingle. 

I have Said that a feeling of rivalry existed between the 
Moorish boy, El Jarasch, and myself, and although I en- 
dured his scoflPs and sneers at first with a humility my own 
humble garb and anomalous position enforced , I soon began 
to feel more confidence in myself, and that species of assu- 
rancj^ a becoming dress seems somehow to inspire ; for I was 
. nowattired like the rest of the crew, and wore the name of the 
i.^^a&ht in gold letters on my cap , as well as on the breast of my 
waistcoat. 

The hatred of El Jarasch increased with every day, and 
mutual scoffs and gibes were the only interco\Ma^\i^Vw^^^\ia>- 
More than once, ifalkett, who had aVw^iiya \ie&na\A^^ ^0:^^ 
wamedme of tbe boy, and said that Vä^ ^ooA^ Wq<2>^ ^^^ 



122 - THE CONPESSIONS OP CON CREGAK. 

sure to make his vengeance feit; but I only laughed at bis 
caution, and avowed myself ready to confront him when and 
however he pleased. Grenerosity was little wasted on either 
side, so that when mie day, in a fierce encounter with the 
lions, El Jarasch received a fall which broke one of bis ribs, 
and was carried in a state of insensibility to his berth, I 
neither pitied him nor regrettedhis misfortune. I affected 
even to say that his own cowardice had rendered the creatures 
more daring, and that had he preserved a bolder front the 
mischance would have never occurred. These vauntings of 
mine, coupled with an avowed willingness to take his place, 
came to Sir Dudley's ears on the third evening after the ac- 
cident , and he immediately sent for me to his cabin. 

" Is it true , sirrah? " said he , in a harsh unpleasant voice, 
"that you have been jesting about Jarasch , and saying that 
you were ready to take Charge of the whelps in his stead V " 

"It is," said I, answering both questions together. 

"You shalldo so to-morrow then ," replied he, solemnly; 
" take care that you can do something , as well as boast ! " and 
with this he motioned me to leave the cabin. 

I at once repaired to the steerage to report my interview to 
the men, who were all more friendly with me than with the 
"Moor." Many were the counsels I received about how I 
should conduct myself the next moming; some asserting that, 
as it was my firsjt time , I could not be too gentle with the 
animals, avoiding the slightest risk of hurting them, and even 
suffering their rough play without any effort to check it. 
Others, on the contrary, advised me at once to seek the 
mästery over the beasts , and by two or three severe lessons 
to teach them caution if not respect. This counsel, I own, 
chimed in with my own notions, and also better accorded with 
what, after my late vauntings, I feit to be my duty. 

It was altogether a very anxious night for me , not exactiy 

through fear, because I knew, as the men were always ready 

with their arms loaded, life could not be perilled, and I did not 

dread tbe Jnßiction of a mere spraiaor fracture*^ but I feit it 

jFos an ordeal wherein my fame was at atakft. '^^^\Nä «a»^ 
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myself well , there would be an end for ever öf those insulting 
airs of superiority the Moorish boy had assumed towards me. 
Whereas, if I failed, I must consent to bear bis taunts and 
sarcasms witbout a murmur. 

In one point only tbe advice of all tbe crew agreed , wbich 
was, tbat Üie female cub, mucb larger and more ferocious tban 
tbe male , sbould more partictdarly demand my watcbfulness. 
"If sbe scratcb you, boy, mind tbat you desist," said an old 
Danisb sailor, wbo bad been long on tbe African coast. Tbis 
caution was re-ecboed by all, and resolving to foUow its 
dictates , " I tumed in '* to my bammock , to dream of combats 
and battles tili moming. 

I was early astir, — w^king witb a sudden start, — I bad 
been dreaming of a lion-bunt , and fancied I beard tbe deep- 
moutbed roarlng of tbe beasts in a jungle ; and, true enougb, 
a low monotonous kind of bowl came from tbe place wbere tbe 
animals lay, for it was now tbe fourtb morning of tbeir being 
confined witbout baving been once at liberty. 

I bad just completed my dressing — tbe costume was 
simply a sbort pair of loose trousers , bands , arms , and feet 
bare , and a small Fez cap on my bead , — wben Halkett came 
down to me to say tbat be bad been speaking to Sir Dudley 
about tbe matter, and tbat as I bad never yet accustomed 
myself to tbe wbelps, it was better tbat I sbould not begin tbe 
acquaintance after tbey bad been four days in durance. " At 
tbe same time," added Halkett, "be gives you tbe cboice; you 
can venture if you please.'* 

"I've made up mymind,' saidl. "I'm sureTm able for 
anytbing tbe black fellow can do ! " 

"My advice to you, boy," said he, "is, to leave tbem alone. 
Those Moorish chaps are tbe creatures' countrymen, and 
have almost tbe same kind of natures — tbey are stealtby, 
treacberous, and cruel. Tbey never trust anytbing — man or 
beastl" 

^^No matter t" said I. "Tm as sttoti^ ä-ä^^v^Hä-, ^sä^^os^ 
eourage is not leas. " 
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"If youwill haveit 80, I have nothing to say; indeed, I 
promised Sir Dudley l'd give you no ad vice one way or other; 
80 now get the staff from Jarasch, and come on deck." 

The staff was a short thick truncheon of oak , tipped with 
brass at each end , and the only weapon ever used by the boy 
in his eucounters. 

" So you*re going to take my place I " said the black fellow, 
while his dark eyes were lighted up like coals of fire , and his 
white teeth glanced between his purple Ups. "Don't hurt my 
poor pet cubs ; be gentle with them." 

" Where's the staff?" said I, not liking the tone in which 
he spoke, or well knowing if he affected eamest or jest. 

"There it is," said he; "but your white hands will be 
enough without that. You'll not nced the weapon the coward 
used ! " and as he spoke a kind of shuddering convulsion shook 
his frame from head to foot. 

" Come, come I " said I, stretching out my band ; "I ought 
not to have called you a coward , Jarasch — that you are not ! 
I ask you to forgive me ; will you? " 

He never spoke , but nestled lower down in the hammock, 
so that I could not even see his face. 

" There, theyVe calling me already. I must be off! Let us 
shake hands and be friends this time at least. When you're 
well and up, we can fight it out about something eise! " 

"Kiss me, then," said he; and though I had no fancy for 
the embrace, or the tone it was asked in, I leaned over the 
hammock , and while he placed one arm round my neck , and 
drew me towards him , I kissed his forehead , andhemine, in 
true Moorish fashion; and not sorry to have made my peace 
with my only enemy, I stepped up the ladder with a light 
heart and a firm courage. 

I little knew what need I had for both ! When Jarasch had 

put his arm around my neck , I did not kiiow that he had 

inserted his band beneath the collar of my shirt, and drawn a 

long streakof blood from his own vein across my back between 

mjr Shoulders, WAen I arrived on deck, vt waa to receive the 

con^ratulaidons of the crew, wlio a\\ viet^- «Vxxjk.^ NsiVOo. tk^ 
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muscular arms and legs , and who imanimously pronounced 
that 1 was far fitter to exercise the whelps than was the 
Moor, 

Sir Dudley said nothing. A short nod greeted me as I 
came towards him , and then he waved me back with his hand 

— a motion, which, having something contemptuous in it, 
pained me acutely at the moment. I had not much time, how- 
ever, to indulge such feelings. The whelps were already on 
deck , and springing madly at the wooden bars of their cage 
for liberty. Eager as themselves, I hastened to unbolt the 
door, and set them free. 

No sooner were they at large than they set off down one 
aide of the deck and up the other, careering at füll speed, 
Clearing with a bound whatever stood in their way ; and when 
by any chance meeting each other, stopping for an instant to 
stare with glaring eyes and swelling nostrils , and then , either 
passing stealthily and warily past, or one would crouch while 
the other cleared him at a spring, and so off again. In all this 
I had no part to play. I could neither call them back , like 
Jarasch , whose voice they knew , nor had I his dexterity in 
catching them as they went, and throwing all manner of gam- 
bols over and upon them, as he did. 

I feit this poignantly, the more as I saw, or thought I saw, 
Sir Dudley 's eyes upon me more than once, with an expression 
of disdaiijful pity. At last, the great tub which contained the 
creatures' food was wheeled forward ; and no sooner had the 
men retired, than the quick- scented animals were on the spot 

— so rapidly, indeed , that I had barely time to seat myself, 
crosslegged, on the lid, when they approached, and with 
stately step walked round the vessel , staring as it were in sur- 
prise at the new figure who disputed their meal with them. 

At last, the male placed one paw upon the lid, and with 
the other tapped me twice or thrice on the Shoulder with the 
kind of gentle , pattering blow a cat will BOi!CÄt\TCkfc«>\\&^^\öö.^ 
mouse. It was a eort of mild admomliou \.o ''''\ei%:^^ *öcaN.^ 
DotbJDgofboBtUity wLatever being aonoua^i^^. 
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I replied by imitatlDg the gesture , so far as a half -closed 
fist would permit, and Struck him on the side of the head. He 
looked grave at this treatment, and, slowly descending firom 
his place, he lay down about a yard off. Meanwhile the 
female , who had been smelling and sniffing round and round 
the tub , made an effort to lif t the lid with her head , and 
failing , began to strike it in sharp , short blows with her paw ; 
the excitement of her face, and the sturdy position of the hind 
legs , showing that her temper was chafed at the delay. To 
increase her rage , I pushed the lid a few inches back ; and as 
the savoury steam arose, the creature grew more eager, and at 
last attracted the other to the spot. 

It was quite clear that hunger was the passion uppermost 
with them , and that they had not yet connected me with the 
cause of their disappointment, for they laboured by twenty 
devices to insert a paw or to smash the lid , but never noticed 
me in the least. Wearied of my failures to induce them to 
play , and angry at the indifference they manifested to me , I 
sprang from the lid , and, lifting it from the tub, flung it back. 
In an instant they had each their heads in the mess; the 
female had even her great paw in the midst of the tub , and 
was eating away with that low, gurgling growl peculiar to the 
wild beast. 

Bashing right between them, I seized one by the throat 
with both hands, and hurled him back upon the deck. A shout 
of "Bravo! '* burst from the crew at the boldness of the feat, 
and with a bound the fellow made at me. I dropped suddenly 
on one knee as he came , and Struck him with the staff on the 
fore legs. Had he been shot , he could not have fallen more 
rapidly; downhewent, like adead mass, on the deck. To 
spring on his back, and hold him fast down, was the work of a 
second, while I belaboured him about the head with my fists. 

The stunning effect of his first fall gave me the victory for 

a moment, but he soon rallied, andattacked meboldly. It 

was now a fair fight ; for, if I sometimes succeeded in making 

bim sbake bis huge head or drop bis paw with pain^ more than 

oncebe staggered me with a \>\ow , "ntVsIOx^ 'ViaÄ.S^'Vi^Äja. «"äc|. 
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quickly foUowed , would soon have decided the struggle. At 
last , after a scuffle in which he had nearly vanquished me , he 
made a leap at my throat. I put in a blow of such power with 
the staff on the forehead , that he gave a loud roar of pain, 
and, with drooping tail, slunk to hide away himself beneath 
a boat. 

Up to this moment the female had never stirred irom the 
mess of food , but continued eating and snarüng as though 
every mouthful was a battle. Scarcely, however, had the roar 
of the other cub been heard, than she lifted her head, and, 
slowly tuming round, stared at me with an expression which, 
even now, my dreams will recall. 

I had not yet recovered from the exhaustion of my late 
encounter , and was half sitting, half kneeling on the deck, as 
the whelp stood glowering at me , with every vein in her vast 
forehead swoUen, and her large , red eyes seeming to dilate as 
she looked. The attitude of the creature must have been 
striking, for the crew cheered with a heartiness that showed 
how much they admired her. 

So long as I sat unmoved she never stirred; but when I 
J)repared to arise, she gave one bound, and striking me with 
her head , hurled me back upon the deck : her own Impulse 
had carried her dean over me , and when she retumed I was 
already up , on my knees , and better prepared to receive her. 
Again she tried the same manoeuvre ; but this time I leaped to 
my feet, and springing on one side, Struck her a heavy blow 
on the top of the head. Twice or thrice the same attack, with 
the same result, foUowed; and at eachblow a gallant cheer 
from the men gave me fresh courage. 

Thebeast was nowexcited to a dreadful degree, but her 
very passion favoured me, for her assaults were wilder and 
less circumspect than at first. At length , just as I was again 
making the side leap by which I had escaped, my foot slipped, 
and I feil. I was scarcely down ere she waa u^otl tü^ ^ ^«öX. ^ ^sa» 
before^ to atrike with her paws, butmWi atvjÄft ^ciOs.^ ^<^ 
tiurewhersdfacroBBme, as if to cruBhme\iy\i^T'^^\^^\^^^^^ 
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her huge head , and terrific mouth , frothy and steaming , lay 
within a few inches of my face. 

Halkett and two others advanced to my rescue ; but I bade 
them go back, and leave me to myself, for I was only wearied, 
not conquered. For some minutes we lay thus; when at 
length , having recovered strength once more , I grasped the 
whclp's throat with both hands, and then, by a tremendous 
effort, threw her back and roUed myself uppermost. She soon 
shook herseif free , however , and tumed upon me ; I was now 
on my knees, and with the stafF I dealt her a fierce blow on the 
leg. A terrific howl followed , and she closed with me in füll 
fury. Seizing my shirt, she tore it away from my breast, and 
with her paw upon the fragment, ripped it in a hundred 
pieces. 1 endeavoured to catch her by the throat once more, 
but failed , and rolled over on my face , and , in doing so , dis- 
closed the bloody strcak between my Shoulders; she saw it, 
and at the same instant sprang on me. I feit her teeth as they 
met in my neck, while her terrible cry, the most appalling ears 
ever heard, rang through my brain. 

' * Save him ! save him ! she's killing him ! " were now heard 
on every side ; but none dared to fire for fear of wounding me, 
and the terrible rage of the animal deterred all from approach- 
ing her. The struggle was now a life-and-death one; and 
altemately falling and rolling, we fought — I cannot teil how 
— for the blood blinded me, as it came from a woand in my 
forehead ; and I only feit one firm purpose in my heart — " If 
I fall, she shall not survive me." Several of the sailors came 
near enough to strike her with their cutlasses, but these 
wounds only increased her rage, and I cried to them to 
desist. 

"Shoot her! put a bullet through her!*' cried Halkett. 
"Let none dare to shoot her!" cried Sir Dudley, loudly. I 
just heard these words, as, after a fierce struggle, in which 
she had seized me by the Shoulder, I feil against the bulwark. 
With a last efibrt I staggered to my knees, flung open the 
ffangway, and tben, with an exeitioiLtli^iitto myself seemed 
jnjr verjr Jast on earth, I seized liex \)y t\i^ V>Mtci^\. 9sA\»a^siAL 
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her backwards into the sea. Ou hands and knees I leaned 
forward to see her, as the rapid Gulf-stream , hurrymg on- 
ward to the ocean, bore her away; and then, as my sight 
grew fainter, I feil back upon the deck, and believed I was 
dying. 



CHAPTER XL 

"Means and Meditations." 

It was the second evening after my Hon adventure, and I 
was stretched in my hammock in a low, half-torpid state, not 
a limb nor a Joint in all my body that had not its own peculiar 
pain; while a sharp wound in my neck, and another still 
deeper one in the fleshy part of my Shoulder, had just begun 
that process called "union" — one which I am bound to say, 
however satisfactory in result, is often very painfiil in its 
progress. The slightcst change of position gave me in- 
tolerable anguish; as I lay, with closed eyes and crossed 
hands, not a bad resemblance of those stone saints one sees 
upon old tombstones. 

My faculties wereclear and acute, so that, having abundant 
leisure for the occupation , I had nothing better to do than 
take « brief retrospect of my late life. Such reviews are 
rarely satisfactory, or rather, one rarely thinks of making 
them when the "score of the past" is in our favour. üp to 
this moment it was clear I had gained little but experience; I 
had Btarted light, and I had acquired nothing, save a some- 
what worse opinion of the world and a greater degree of con- . 
fidence in myself . I had but one way of balancing my account 
with Fortune, which was by asking myself, "Wouldl undo 
the past, if in my power? Would I wish once more to be 
back in my * father's mud edifice,' now digging a drain, now 
drawing an indictment, — a kind of pastoral pettifogger, with 
one foot in a potato furrow and the other in petty aeaeÄövs&l" 
I stoutly säid ^'JSoV a thousand üm^a '''-lioV' \.^ *^^ ^s^^^- 
tion, 

TAe Confessions of Con Cregan. L ^ 
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I could not ask myself as to my preference for a university 
career, for my College life had concluded abruptly, in spite of 
me ; but still, during my town experiences , 1 saw enough to 
leave me no regrets at having quitted the muses. The life of 
a '^skip," as theTrinity men have it, — vice gyp., for the 
Greek word signifying a "vulture" — is only removed by a 
thin sheet of silver paper from that of a cabin boy in a collier; 
copious pummeling and short prog being the first two articles 
of your Warrant; while in some respects the marine has a 
natural advantage over him on shore. A skip is invariably 
expected toinvent lies "atdiscretion" for his master's benefit, 
and is always thrashed when they are eitherdiscovered or turn 
outadverse. Onthispoint hiseducation isperfectly^Spartan;" 
but, unhappily too, he is expected to be a perfect mirror of 
truth on all other occasions. This is somewhat hard, inasmuch 
as it is only in a man's graduate course that he learns to de- 
fend a paradox, and support, by good reasons, what he knows 
to be false. 

Again, a "skip" never receives clothes, but is flogged nt 
least once a week for disorders in his drcss, and for general 
untidiness of appcarance : this, too, is hard, since he has as 
little intercourse with soap as he has with conic sections. 

Thirdly, a good skip invariably obtains credit for his 
master at "Foles's" chop-house; while, in his own proper 
capacity, he would not get trust for a cheese-paring. 

Fourthly, a skip is supposed to be born a valet, as some 
are born poets — to have an instinctive aptitude for all the 
details of things he has never seen or heard of before; so that 
when he applies Warren*s patent to French leather boote, 
polishes silver with a Bath brick, blows the fire with a quarto, 
and cuts candles with a razor, he finds it passing stränge that 
he should be "had up'* for punishment. To be fat without 
food, to be warm without fire, to be wakeful without sleep, to 
be clad without clothes, to be known as a vagabond, and to 
pass current for unblemished honesty, to be praised as a liar, 
and tben tbrsLBhed for lying — is too much toexpect at fifteen 
X^ars ofage. 
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Lastly, as to Betty's, I had no regrets. The occupation 
of horse-boy, like the profession of physic, has no " avenir." 
The utmost tiie most aspiring can promise to hunself is to hold 
more horses than his neighbours, as the Doctor's success is to 
Order more "senna." There is nothing beyond these; no 
higher path opens to him who feels the necessity for an " up • 
ward course." It is a ladder with but one round to itl No, 
no; Iwasrightto "seil out" there. 

My steeple-chase might have led to something, that is, I 
might have become a Jockey; but then again, one's light 
Teight, like a "contr* alto" voice, is sure to vanish after a 
ear or two; and then, from the heyday of popularity, you 
nk down into a bad groom or a fourth-rate tenor, just as if, 
fter reaching a silk gown at the bar, a man had to begin life 
^gain as erier in the Exchequer! Besides, in all these various 
walks, I should have had tiie worst of all "trammels," a pa- 
tron. Now, if any resolve had thoroughly fixed itself in my 
mind, it was this, never to have a patron, never to be bound 
to any man who, because he had once set you on your legs, 
should regulato the pace you were to walk through a long 
life. To do this, one should be bom without a particle of 
manhood's spirit — absolutely without volition — otherwise 
you go through life a living lie, talking sentiments that are 
not yours, and wearing a livery in your heart as well as on 
your back! 

Why do we hear such tirades about the ingratitude of men, 
who, being once assisted by others — their inferiors in every- 
thing BfLve gold — soar above the low routine of toadyism, and 
riseinto personal independence? Let us remember that the 
contract was never a fair one, and that a whole life's degrada- 
tion is a heavy sum to pay for a dinner with his grace, or 
a cup of tea with her highness. "My lord," I am aware, 
thinks difFerently; and it is one of the very pleasant de- 
lusions of his high Station to fancy that little folk are de- 
pendent upon him — what consequence they obtaia wskSscL^ 
their fellows by his recogoition in public, ot \yj\sA%\xtfÄ\. ^«t'i.- 
less Dod in the street, But "mylord" doe^ Tiot\i»a^ ^^^ 
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this is a paper currency, that represents no capital, that it 13 
not convertible at will, and is never a legal tender, and con- 
sequently, as a requital for actual bona fide Services, is about 
as honest a payment as a flashnote. 

It was no breacli of my principle that I accepted Sir 
Dudley's offer. Our acquaintance began by my rendering 
him a service ; and I was as free to leave him that hour, and, 
I own, as ready to do so, if occasion permitted, as he could 
be to get rid of me ; and it was not long before the occasion 
presented itself for exercising these views. 

As I lay thus , ruminating on my past fortunes , Halkett 
descended the steerage-ladder, followed by Feiborg, the 
Dane ; and, approaching my hammock, held a light to my 
face for a few seconds. " Still asleep?" said Halkett. "Poor 
boy ! he has never awoke since I dressed his wound this mom- 
ing. Fm sure it's better, so let us leave him so." 

"Ay, ay," said the Dane, "let him sleep-, bad tidings 
come soon enough, without one's being awoke to hear them. 
But do you think he'U do it?** added he, with lower and more 
anxious tone. 

"He has said so, and I never knew him fail in his promise 
when it was a cruel one.** 

" Have you no influence over him, Halkett? could you not 
speak for the boy?** 

" I have done all I could, more than perhaps it was safe to 
do. I told him I couldn*t answer for the men, if he were to shoot 
him on board; and he replied to me short, '1*11 take the 
fellow ashore with me alone — neither you nor they have any 
right to question what you are not to witness.* ** 

"Welll whenl get back to Elsinore, it*s to a prison and 
heavy ironsl shall go for life, that*s certain; but l*d face it 
all rather than live the life we've done now for twenty months 
past.*' 

"Hush! speak low!** said the other. "I suppose others 
are weary o£ it as well as you. Many a mad has to live a bad 
life just becauae he startedbadlyJ*' 
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" Tm sorry for the boy I " ßighed the Dane ; " he was a bold 
and fearless fellow/' 

" I am sorry for him too. It was an evil day for him when 
he joined us. Well, well, what would he have become if he 
had lived a year or two on board." 

"He has no father nor mother," said the Dane, "that's 
something. I lost mine, too, when I was nine years old, and 
it made me the reckless devil I became ever after. I wasn't 
sixteen when the crew of the Tre-Kroner mutinied, and I led 
the party that cut down the first-lieutenant. It was a moon- 
light night, just as it might be now, in the middle watch, and 
Lieutenant (Eidenstrom was sitting aft, near the wheel, 
hamming a time. I walked affc, with my cutlass in one band, 
and a pistol in the other; but just as I stepped up the quarter- 
deck my foot slipped , and the cutlass feil with a dank on the 
deck." 

" What's that? " cried the lieutenant. 

** Feiborg, sir, mate of the watch," said I, standing fast 
wherelwas. " It's shoaling fast a-head, sir." 

**D— n!" said he, "whatacoast!" 

"Couldn*t you say a bit of something better than that?'* 
saidl, getting nearer to him, slowly. 

"What do you mean?" said he, jumping up angrily; 
"but he was scarce on his legs when he was down again at his 
füll length on the plank, with a bullet through his brain, 
never to move again ! " 

"There, there, avast with that tale; youVe told it to me 
every night that my heart was heavy this twelvemonth past. 
But IVe hit on a way to save the lad — will you help me?" 

"Ay, if my help doesn't bring bad luck on him ; it always 
has on every one I befriended since — since — " 

"Never mind that. There*s no risk here, nor much room 
for luck, good or bad." He paused a second or two, then 
added — 

" Tm thinking we can't do better than a\iON^\iVKi%i^Qt^ ^^ 
the Island yondei. " 

^'OnAnticoBtil" said Feiborg, mtYiaa\v\XiöAß;t» 
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"Ay, why not? There'ß always a störe of biscuit and 
freah water in the log-houses , and the cmisers toach there 
every six or seven week» to take people off. He has but to 
hoißt the flag to show he's there." 

" There's no one there now," said the Dane. 

" No. I saw the flag-staff bare yesterday ; but what does 
that matter? a few days or a few weeks alone are better than 
what' 8 in atore for him here." 

"I don't think so. No! Beym alla Deyvelm! l'd stand 
the bullet at three paces, but I'd not meet that negro chap 
alone." 

" Oh, he's dead and gone this many a year," said Halkett. 
"When the Rodney transport was wrecked there, two years 
last fall, they searched the island from end to end, andcouldn't 
find a trace of him. They were seven weeks there, and it's 
pretty clear if he were alive — " 

"Ay, just so — if he were alive." 

"Nonsense , man — you don't believe those yams they get 
up to frighten the boys in the cook's galley." 

"It's scarce mercy, to my reckoning," said Feiborg, "to 
take the lad from a short and quick fate , and leave him yon- 
der; but, ifyouneedmy help, you shall have it." 

"That's enough," said Halkett, "go on deck, and look 
affcer'the boat. None of our fellows will betray us; and in the 
morning we'U teil Sir Dudley that he threw himself overboard 
in the night, in a fit of frenzy. Hell care little whether it's 
true or false." 

"I say, Con — Con, mylad," said Halkett, as soon as 
the otherhad mounted the ladder, "wake up, my boy, IVe 
something to teil you." 

"I know it," saidl, wishing to spare time, which I thought 
might be precious , " IVe been dreaming all about it." 

"Poor fellow, his mind iswandering," muttered Halkett 
to himself. "Come, my lad, try and put on your clothes — 
here's your jacket," and with that he lifted me from my ham- 
mock, än^i^egan to help meto diesfi. 
^ ''I was dreaming, Halkett," sÄidl, ^^^"aX. '^vl^tsääi 
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sent me adrift in the punt, and fired at me with the öwivel, 
but that you rowed out and saved me." 

"That's just it!" said Halkett, with an energy that 
showed how the supposed dream imposed upon him. 

" You put me ashore on Anticosti, Halkett ,'* said I , " but 
wasn't that cruel! — the Black Boatswain is there." 

"Never fear the Black Boatswain, my lad, he's dead 
years ago ; and it strikes me you'll steer a course in life, where 
cid wives* tales never laid down the soundings." 

**I can always be brave whenl want it, Halkett," saidl, 
letting out a bit of my peculiar philosophy ; butlsaw he didn't 
understand my speech , and I went on with my dressing in 
silence. 

Halkett meanwhile continued to give me advice about the 
Island, and the log-houses, and the signal-ensign ; in fact, 
about all that could possibly concern my safety and speedy 
escape , concluding with a warnii;ig to me , never to divulge 
that anything but a mere accident had been the occasion of 
my being cast away. " This for your own sake and for mine, 
too , Con ," said he , " for one day or other he ," — he pointed 
to the after-cabin — "he'd know it, and then it would fare 
badly with some of us." 

"Why not come too, Halkett?" said I, "this life is as 
hatefol to you as to myself." 

**Hush, boy, nomoreof that," said he, with a degree of 
emotion which I had never witnessed in him before. "Make 
yourself warm and snug, for you mustn*t take any spare 
clothes, or you'd be suspected by whoever takes you off the 
Island: heraus my brandy-flask and a tinder-box — that 's a 
small bag of biscuit — for you'U take six or seven hours to 
reach the log-house — and here is a pistol with some powder 
and ball. Come along now,- or shall I carry you up the 
ladder?" 

"No, I'm able enough now," saidl, making aneffortto 

seem free from pain while I stepped up on deck. 

I wmBOtprepared for the affectionate \ea."v^-\.«!JK«!^^ ^\^^ 
mgiiMhere: each of the crew shookmy\iMi^W\c.^ox^öaftfiÄ 
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ai*e , too , that if accidentally out of temper with our neigh- 
bours, we cordially acknowledge, that the retirement was 
not the worst feature in his history; and if provokedby John 
Thomas , the footmau , we are ready to swear, that there was 
more gratitude in Friday's little black finger, than in the 
whole body corporate offlunkeys, from Kichmond to Black- 
wall. 

While thcse very laudable sentiments are easy enough in 
the circumstances 1 have mentioned, they are marvellously 
difficult to practise at the touch of stem reality. At le&st I \ 
found th^m so, as I set out to seek the " ßefuge " on AnticostL 
It was just day break, as , somewhat stiffened with a sleep on 
the cold beach , and sore from my recent bruises , I began my 
march. " Nor-west and by-west" was Halkett's vague direc- 
tion to me, but as I had no compass, I was left to the guidance 
of the rising sun for the cardinal points. Not a path, nor track 
of any kind was to be seen ; indeed the surface could scarcely 
have bome traces of footsteps, for it was one uniform mass of 
slaty shingle , with here and there the backbone of a fish , and 
scattered fragments of sea-weed , washed up by the storms, 
on this low bleak shore. I cannot fancy desolation more per- 
fect than this dreary spot, slightly undulating, but never 
sufficient to lose sight of the sea; not a particle of shelterto 
be found; not a rock, nor even a stone, large enough tosit 
upon when weary. Of Vegetation, no trace could be met with, 
— even a patch of moss , or a liehen, would have been a Mess- 
ing to see ; but there were neither. At last, as I joumeyed on, 
1 wandered beyond the sound of the sea , as it broke upon the 
low Strand , and then , the silence became actually appalling; 
but a few moments back, arid the loud booming of thebr^akers 
stunned the ear, and now, as I stopped to listen, I could hear 
my own heart , as , in fi^l thick beat it smote against my ribs. 
1 could not dismiss the Impression, that such a stillness — 
thus terrible, would prevail on the day of judgment; when, 
after the graves had given up their millions of dead , and the 
agonizing cry for mercy had died away , t\ve\i, «a in a moment 
ofdread suspense , the air would be inoWoxkVßÄÄ ^ noX. ^\^»S. \a 
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stir, not a wing to cleave it. Such possession of me did tLis 
notion take , that I feil upon my knees and sobbed aloud, 
while , with trembling and uplifted hands , I prayed that I too 
might be pardoned. 

So powerfiil is the influence of a devotional feeling, no 
matter how associated with error, how alloyed by the dross of 
superstition , that I , who but an instant back could scarcely 
drag my wearied limbs along for very despair, became of a 
sudden trustful and courageous. Life seemed no longer the 
worthless thing it did a few minutesbefore; on the contrary, 
I was ready to dare any thing to preserve it; and so , with re- 
newed vigour, I again set forward. 

At each little swell of the ground , I gazed eagerly about 
me, hoping to see the log-hut, but in vain; nothing but the 
same wearisome monotony met my view. The sun was now 
high, and I could easily see that 1 was foUowing out the direc- 
tion Halkett gave me , and which I continued to repeat over 
and over to myself as I went along. This, and watching my 
shadow, — the only one that touched the earth, were my oc- 
cupations. It may seem absurd , even to downright folly, but 
when from any change in the direction of my course the 
shadow did not fall in front of me , where I could mark it , my 
spirits feil , and my heavy heart grew heavier. 

When , howeyer, it did precede me , I was never wearied 
watching how it dived down the little slopes , and rose again 
on the opposite bank, bending with each swell of the ground. 
Even this was companionship , its very motion smacked of 
life. 

At length I came upon a little pool of rain-water, and, 
although far from clear, it reflected the bright blue sky, and 
white clouds, so temptingly, that I sat down beside it to make 
my breakfast. As I sat thus , Hope was again with me , and I 
fancied how, — in some long distant time, when favoured by 
fortune, and possessed of every worldly gift; with rank , and 
riches, and honour, — I should remember the Viqvä ^nVäw^ v>. 
poor friendless oute&st , I eat my loneVy ine«\ wv kxi'Cvi.^'si^'^» 
fancied, even, how Mendiü vfK>\A^^^\,^\s.^i^cXiR^^^ 
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to the tale, and with what traits of pity, or of praise, they 
would foUow me in my story. | 

I feit I was not doomed to die in that dreary land , that my 
own courage would sustain me; and thusarmed, lagainset 
out. 

Although I walked from daybreak to late evening, it was 
only a »hört time before darkness closed in, that I saw a bulky 
mass straight before , wbich I knew must be the Log-hoose. 
I could scarccly drag my Icgs along a few moments before, 
but now I broke iuto a run , and with many a stumble , and 
morc than one fall, — for I never turned my eyes from the hut, 
— I at last reached a little cleared spot of ground, in the midst 
of which stood the "Kefuge-house." 

What a moment of joy was that, as, unable to move forther, 
J Hat down lipon a little bench in front of the hut ! All sense of 
my lonclincHs, all mcmory of my desolation, was lost in an in- 
stant. Therewasmy home; ho w stränge a word for that sad- 
lookiug hut of pine-logs , in a lone island, uninhabited ! No 
matter; it would be my shelter, and my refuge, tili better 
days came round ; and with that stout resolve , I entered the 
grcat roomy apartment, which, in the settling gloom of night, 
socmod immense. 

Striking a light , I proceeded to take a survey of my terri- 
tory, which 1 rejoiced to see contained a great metal stove, 
and an abundaut supply of bed-clothing, precautions reqnired 
by the frcqucncy of ships bcing ice-bound in these latitudes. 
Thcre wcre scveral casks of biseuit, some flour, a large ehest 
of luaizc , besidos thrcc large tanks of water , sapplied by the 
rain. A few bags of salt, and some scattered objects of 
clothing, completed the catalogue, which, if not very 
luxurious, contained nearly everything of absolute neces- 
sity. 

1 light od a good fire in the stove, less because I feit oold, 

for it was still autumn, than for the companionship of the 

bright blaze and the crackling wood. This done, I proceeded 

tomako /iiv^oJf a bcii ou one of the platforms^ arrangedlike 

/boii'places roiimi t Jio walb, aud o£ V5\i\e\il%«« V^Äxs^iVÄt ^sörä 
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seemed to have a preference in theopinion of mypredecessors, 
since, in these , the greater part of the bed-clothing was to be 
found , a choice I could easily detect the reason of , in the 
troops of rats which walked to and fro , with a most con- 
temptaoas indifference to my presence; some of themstand- 
ing near me while I made my bed , «nd looking, as doubtless 
they feit, considerably surprised at the nature of my Opera- 
tions. Promising myself to open a spirited campaign against 
them on the morrow, I trimmed and lighted a large lamp, 
which £rom its position had defied their attempt on the oil it 
still contained ; andthen, a biscuit in band , betook myself to 
bed, watching with an interest, not, I own, altogether 
pleasant, the gambols of these primitive natives of Anti- 
costi. 

From my earliest years I had an antipathy to rats, -- so 
great, that it mastered all the instincts of my courage. I 
feared them with a fear I should not have feit in presence of a 
wild beast, and I was confident that, had I been attacked 
vigorously by even a single rat, the natural disgust would have 
rendered me unable to cope with him. When very young , I 
remembered hearing the story of an oflScer, who , desirous of 
visiting the vaults under St. Patrick's Church, in Dublin , de- 
scended into them under the escort of the sexton. By some 
Chance they separated from each other, and the sexton , after 
in yain seeking and calling for his companion for several 
hours , concluded that he had already returned to the upper 
air; and so he returned also, locking and barring theheavy 
door, as was his wont. The foUowing day the officer's friends, 
alarmed at his absence, proceeded to make search for him 
through the city, and at last, leaming that he had visited the 
cathedral, went thither , and even examined the vaults, when, 
what was their horror to discover a portion of the brass Orna- 
ment of his shako, and a broken sword, in the midst of several 
hundreds of ratis, dead and dying, — the terrible remains of a 
combat that must have lasted for hours. This stoi:^^ l<^xS^^ 
tmth of which some persona yet \iVm^ ^sq^NW^OcL^^XjÄÄx^ 
wbenkmere ebildf and perhaps to ita isA\iÄ\ia^\aa.l^^^^^ 
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species of terror that has always been too much for either my 
reasou or my courage. 

If I slept , then , it was more owing to my utter weariness 
and exhaustion than to that languidframeof mind; and, al- 
tbough too tired to dream, my first waking thought was how 
to commence hostilities against the rata. As to any personal 
hand-to-hand action, I need scarcely say I declined engaging 
in such, and my supply of gunpowder being scanty,the method 
1 hit lipon was to make a species of grenade, by inserting a 
quantity of powder with a sufficiency of broken glass into a 
bottle, leaving an aperture through the cork for a fiize ; then, 
having smeared the outside of the bottle plentifully with oil, 
of which I discovered a supply in bladders suspended from the 
ceiling, I retired to my berth, with the other extremity of 
the fuze in my hand, ready to ignite when the moment 
came. 

I had not long to wait; my enemies, bold from long im- 
punity, came fcariessly forward, and surrounded the bottle in 
myriads ; it became a scene like an election row, to witness 
their tumbling and roUing over each other. Nor could I bring 
myself to cut short the festivity, tili I began to entertain fears 
for the safety of the bottle, which already seemed to be 
loosened from its bed of clay. Then at last 1 applied a match 
to my cord , and , almost before I could cover my head with 
the blanket , the flask exploded , with a crash and a cry that 
showed me its success. The battle-field was truly a terrible 
sight, for the wounded were far more numerous than the 
dead, and I, shame to say, had neither courage nor humanity 
to finish their sufferings, but lay still, while their com- 
panions dragged them away in yarious stages of suf- 
fering. 

I at first supposed that this was an exploit that could only 
succeed but once, and that the well-known sagacity of the 
creatures would haye made them avoid so costly a tcmptation. 
Notibing of the kind ; they were perfect Scythiwis in their lovB 
ofoil; and asoften as I repeated my experiment, they were 
ready to try their fortunes. Or perhaps they had some of the 
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gambler's element in their nature, aud each feit that he might 
win where others lost. 

I had made Halkett a promise that for a couple of days, at 
least, I would not holst the signal flag, lest aiiy accident 
should induce Sir Dudley to suspect my place of refuge, so 
that I was completely reduced to my campaign against the 
rats for occupation and amusement. So far as I could 
discover, the little Island, traverse it how I would, never 
varied, the same rise and swell of surface, clad with loose 
stone, lay on every side ; and so depressing had this moumful 
uniformi^ become to me, that 1 rarely ventured out of the 
hut, or, whenidid, it was to sit upon tiie little bench outside 
the door, from which a sea view extended over the wide waters 
oftheGulf. 

To sit here and try to decipher the namescut into the wood 
was my constant occupation. What histories, too, did I 
weave of those who carved these letters ; and how did they ßj. 
themselves in my mind, each name suggesting an identity, tili 
I feit as if I had known them intimately. Some seemed the 
patient work of weeks; and it was easy to see that after the 
letters were cut, the sculptor had gone on embellishing and 
omamenting his work for very lack of laboui*. Others, again, 
were mere Initials, and one was a half-£nished name , leaving 
me to the perpetual doubt whether he had been rescued from 
his captivity, or died ere it was completed. 

Between my hours spent here and the little duties of my 
household, with usually three or four explosions against my 
rata , the day went over — I will not say rapidly, but pass it 
did; and each night brought me nearer to the time when I 
should holst my signal and hope — ay, that was the great 
supporter through all — hope for rescue. 

It was now the third night of my being on the Island , as I 
sat at myfire, trying to invent some new mode for the destruc- 
tion of my enemies ; for my last charge of powder had been ex- 
pended. I had nothing remaining save the loading in my 
pifltoL It was true that I had succeeded to a great extent^ 
the careatores no longer appeared witli \keYC iorcc^^ «äl q^^&- 
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surance, nor in large bodies. Their army was evidently dis- 
organized ; they no longer took the field in battalions , bat in 
scattered guerilla parties, without discipline or courage. 
Even had my ammunition lasted, it is more than doubtful that 
my tactics would have continued to have the same success: 
they had begun to dread the bottle, like a reformed drunkard. 
Often have I seen them approach within a few feet of it , and 
wait patiently tili some younger and more adventorous spirit 
would venture nearer, and then, at the slightest stir — the 
least rustling of my bed-clothes — away they went in füll 
career. It was evident that the secret, like most great mys- 
teries of the same kind , had had its day. This was consola- 
tory, too, as I had no longer the means of continuing my siege 
Operations ; while the caution and reserve of the enemy sug- 
gested a system of defence of the simplest, but most effectusd, 
kind, which was , to place a certain number of bottles at dif> 
ferent parts of the hut, the very sight of which inspired 
terror; and if foUowed by any noise, was certain to secure 
me, for some time at least, from all molestation. 

Shall I teil the reader how this stratagem first occurred to 
me? It was simply thus: — In one of the early but unre- 
corded years of my history,I used to act as driver to theMoate 
and Eülbeggaii caravan — not, indeed, as the recognised 
coachee of that very rickety and most precarious conveyance, 
but as a kind of " deputy assistant" to the paid official ; who, 
having a wife at Kilbeggan, usually found some excuse for 
stopping at Clara, and sending me forward with the pas- 
sengers, — a proceeding, I am bound to own, notovercon* 
sistent with humanity to "man or beast." Many were the 
misadventures of that luckless conveniency, and the public 
were loud in their denunciations of it; but as nobody knew 
the proprietors, nor did the most searching scrutiny detect the 
existence of a " way-bill," the complaints were uttered to the 
wind, and I was at füll liberty "to do my stage'* in three 
hours, or one half the time, as I fancied. 

Tiiejpassengers at length leaxned this valuable fact, and 
fouhd that greasing my paüm ^%a a «vxx« isi^xXi^^ Qi<^^cav^^^ 
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wheels. All complaints gradually subsided; in fact, the 
dmnb animala were the only ones who had any rlght to make 
them. I drove then at a very brisk pace — a thriving trade — 
the carayan became populär, and my fame rose, as the horses* 
condition declined. At last the secret was discovered; and 
instead of my imposmg whip of four yards and a half of whip- 
cord , they reduced me to a stunted bit of stick , with a little 
drooping lash that wouldn't reach the tail of my one leader. 
Myreceipts feil off fromthathour: in fact, insteadof praises 
and sixpences, I now got nothing but curses and hard names ; 
and at one hill, near "Horse-leap ," which I used in my pros- 
perous days to " go at" in a slashing canter , amid a shower of 
encomiiuns, I was now obliged to stagger slowly up, with four- 
and-twenty small f armers, and maybe a priest, in füll cry at 
my sulkiness, laziness, incivility, and other good gifts; and all 
this, ay, and more, for lack of a bit of whip-cord. 

I have been told that very great people will stoop to low 
alliances when hard pressed: even cabinet ministers, I be- 
lieve, have now and then acknowledged very dubious allies. 
Let not Con Cregan, then, be reproached if he called in the 
help of a little bare-footed boy, who used to beg on the hill of 
Horse-leap , and who , at the sound of the approaching Cara- 
van , sallied forth with a long brauch of an ash-tree , and be- 
laboured the team into some faint resemblance to a canter. 
Through this auxiliary, I recovered in part my long-lost 
popularity, and was likely to be again reinstated in public 
favour, when my assistant caught tbe mcasles, and I was once 
more reduced to my own efforts. 

In this emergency I had nothing for it but a stratagem, 
and so, as the conveyance arrived at the foot of the hill, and 
the horses, dropping their heads, were gradually subsiding 
into the little shuffling amble that precedes a slow walk, 1 
used to scream out at the top of my voice all my accustomed 
exhortations to the boy. "Ah, hit him again, Tommy, — into 
him, boy, — under the traces, my lad ! — give him enou^lLot 
it! — weit him well. Hai therel" exdaoi^iXivcröa ^^X» -» "^^"^sv 
oldassociationa, alw&ja stimulated Üift '?ix^\.e\ifeÖL\i^^"5^^'^*^^^ 
TAff Confeasions of Con Crcgan, 1. ^^ ' 
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acanter: andundertheimpressionofthissalutary terror, we 
used to reach the top almost as speedily as in the old days of 
the penal code. 

The same device now aided me against the rats of Anti- 
costi ; and if any one will say to what end this narrative of an 
encounter so insignificant , my answer is , that whether in the 
St. Lawrence or in St. Stephen's rats are far more formidable 
than their size or strength would seem to imply : and whether 
they nibble your rags or your reputation, their success is in- 
variably the same. 

Four days had now elapsed, andl concluded that theyacht 
must ere this have been miles on her voyage up the river. 
The next moming, then, I should venture to hoist the 
signal, and thus apprise the passing ships that one de- 
serted and forlom creature, at least, still lingered on the 
miserable Island. 

I sat at my fire tili a late hour. I was lower in spirits than 
usual. I had watched the Grulf irom sunrise to sunset , and 
without seeing one sail upon its surface. A light breeze was 
blowing from the horthward , and on this I supposed many of 
the outward vessels would be bome along, but not one ap- 
peared. From time to time a fleeting cloud , resting for a 
moment on the horizon, would assume the semblance of a 
ship, but at length I grew aceustomed to these deceptions, 
and suffered little or no disappointment when a second glancc 
at the spot failed to detect them. 

Once or twice the thought crossed my mind that I migh1 
never leave the Island, that winter might close in, and th( 
Gulf be frozen before I could make my escape ; and I actuall} 
shuddered at the very notion of a fate so terrible. I cowerec 
nearer to the fire as the flame subsided , and was sitting witl 
my hands outstretched over the blaze , when the sudden crasl 
of one of the bottles behind startled me. Were the rats al 
ready regaining courage in anticipation of the time when '. 
could no longer resist them? with this idea I tumed my hea< 
round, The ßame threw a long ray of light upon the floor a 
I znoved, and in the midst of ibial\w^*5\^, «ä. «* ^^a\»sv'5Ä^ 
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abont three yards off, a large black head , with two immense 
and bloodshot eyes, glaring fixedly at me. It seemed to rise 
out of the earth , above which it rose scarcely more than a foot 
in beight. 

Paralysed by terror, I could not stir, I could scarcely 
breathe, as witb a slow and nodding motion the large black 
face came nearer ; and now I could see that it was a man — a 
negro — who on hands and knees was slowly creeping to- 
wards me. Overwhelmed by fear as I was, I noted the fea- 
tures, as marked by age and womby want; they resembled 
those of a wild beast rather than of a human creature. More 
from the force of a mere mechanical impulse, than with any 
notion of defence, for which my terror totally incapacitated 
nie, I had drawn my pistol from my bosom, and held it pointed 
towards him. " No fire ! — no fire ! " cried the creature , in a 
low faint voice, and at the same time, while resting on one 
band, he held up with the other a long bright knife in an 
attitude of menace. 

"No nearer, then!" screamed I, as I feil back beside the 
Steve , and still kept my ey es fixed upon him , whom now I 
knew to be the Black Boatswain ; and thus we remained , each 
watching the other, while the fire flickered and threw its fitful 
glare over the gloomy space around us. As we were thus , I 
saw , or thought I saw , the negro stealthily drawing up his 
legs, as if for a spring, and in my terror I believe I should 
have pulled the trigger, wheh suddenly the knife dropped 
from his band, and pointing with his finger to his dry, cracked 
Ups, he Said, "A-boire" — water. 

The look of eamest, aln^ost passionate entreaty of the 
poor creature's face — the expression of want and misery, 
struggling with a faint hope, as he uttered these words, routed 
all fears for myself ; and fiUing a cup from the tank with 
water, I emptied the last remaining drops of my brandy-flask 
into it , and held it to his mouth. 

He swallowed it greedily ; and then clasping my wtiat "wa^ 
his gaunt and bony fingers , held me iaat iox «w i'K^ ^^^wÄ&^ 
whjIeherecoreredhiBhrGSktYi'^ atlast, anÄ.V\>ötL«Äi^^^'^*^^^ 
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seemed almost conyulsive, he said some words in Spanish, 
which I could not understand. I shook my head to show him 
my ignorance of the language, and then fixing bis eye fall 
uponme, he said, "Alone, here? boyalone?" 

Understanding that this referred to myself , I answered at 
once , that I was alone , and had been deserted by my com- 
panions. 

"Bad men, white men!" cried he, gnashing bis teeth 
savagely; while again he pointed to bis Tips, and muttered 
" water ! *' I endeavoured to free myself from bis grasp to fiU 
the cup once more; but he held me firmly, andsbowedbya 
sign that he wished me to assist him to reach the tank. I ac- 
cordingly stooped down to help him , and now perceived that 
be could do little more than drag bis legs forward and support 
bimself on the knees ; being eitber wholly or in part paralysed 
from the bips downwards, "Ah, foco!" cried he, twiceor 
thrice, and then changed to theword "feul" "Lefeu;" on 
which bis gaze was fixed with a borrid eamestness. 

It was not witbout labour and mach exertion that I suc- 
ceeded in dragging bim near the embers of the fire; but 
baving done so , I quickly replenisbed the dying flame , and 
fanning it with my hat, soon succeeded in making a cbeerful 
biaze once more. "Buono! goot! goot!" said be, several 
times , as he beid bis sbrivelled and wasted fingers almost into 
thefire. 

" Are you hungry ?" said I, bending down to make myself 
beard. 

Henodded, twice. 

"Can you eat biscuit? I have notbing eise ," saidl; for 
I half feared that the hard dry food would be impracticable 
for bis almost tootbless jaws. 

He said something about "Guisado," once or twice; and 
at last made a sign , that I understood to mean that the biscuit 
might be softened in water for him. And with that I placed a 
pot of water on the fire, and soon saw by the expression of bis 
eye th&tl Izad divined bis meaning. ^ 
As 1 eontiaued to blow tYve ftce4 «öü q^säsvötösä.^ «si.- 
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amined tlie water to see if it boiled , I could mark that the 
negro*s eyes never once quitted me, but, with a restless 
actiyity, foUowed me wherever I went, or whatever I did; 
and, altho^gh from his'age, and the dreadful infirmity he 
laboured under, I feltlshould prove his equal in any struggle ; 
I own that I cast many a sidelong look towards hun , lest he 
should take me by surprise. That he was the notorious Black 
Boatswain of whom I had heard so much, I had no doubt 
whatever-, and I feit not a little vain of my own courage and 
presence of mind, as I saw myself so possessed and coUected 
in such Company. 

"Give! give!" cried he, impatiently, as I examinedthe 
mess of steeping biscuit , and for which he seemed ravenously 
eager ; and at length I removed it from the fire , and placed it 
before him. Such voracity as his I never witnessed, save in 
the case of Sir Dudley's lions ; he crammed the food with both 
hands into his mouth, and devoured it with all the savage 
eamestness of a wild beast. T wice was I obliged to replenish 
the mess ; and each time did it vanish with the same dispatch. 

He now lay back on one arm, and, half closing his eyes, 
appeared as if he was going asleep ; but at the least stir or 
movement on my part, I saw that his wild red-streaked eyes 
followed me at once. 

Halkett had given me a little bag of tobacco at parting, 
saying, that although I was no smoker , I should soon learn to 
become one in my solitude. This I now produced, and offered 
him a handful. 

The dark features were immediately lighted up with an 
almost frantic expression of pleasure, as he clutched-the 
precious weed; and tearing off a fragment of the paper, he 
roUed it into the shape of a cigarette. 

"No smoke?" asked he, as I sat watching his prepara- 
tions. 

I shook my head. "Ah!" cried he, la^m^^^^w^^^^si- 
bacco hefore bim. " Tehoka , berel^^ »«aölYw^ , ^w»}6a%\»'^« 

''IdoB*tunderBta,nd" saidl», "^\ia\.\ÄT^^Vc>V^*^'' 
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*'Bad! bad!" saidhe, shaking both hands ; '^weedmake 

negro bo , so ," and he opened bis mouth wide, and 

dropped bis arms beavlly backwards, to represent sickness, 
or perhaps death. 

" No , no ," Said I ; " this is good , a friend gave it to me." 

"Smoke," said he, pushing it over towards me; and I 
saw now that my abstaining bad excited bis suspicions. 

"If you like, I will smoke," said I; setting to work to 
manufacture a cigar like bis own. 

He sat eyeing me all tbe wbile ; and wben I proeeeded to 
fiU it witb tobacco , be leaned over to see that I did not at- 
tempt any sleigbt of band to deceive bim. 

" Will that do ? " said I , sbowing bim tbe little paper tube. 

"Smoke," saidbe, gravely. 

It was only after watcbing me for several minutes, tbat be 
took courage to venture bimself ; and even tben be scrutinized 
tbe tobacco as keenly as tbough it demanded all bis acuteness 
to prevent stratagem. At lengtb, be did begin ; and certainly 
never did anytbing seem to effect a more powerfiil and more 
immediate influence. Tbe fiery restless eyes grew beavy and 
dull; tbe wide-distended nostrils ceased to dilate witb tbeir 
former convulsive motion. His cbeek , seamed witb privation 
and passion, lay flaccid and at rest; and a look of letbargic 
ease stole over all tbe features one by one, tili at last tbe bead 
feil forward on bis ehest; bis arm slipped softly from beneatb 
bim , land be roUed beavily back -=- sunk in tbe deepest sleep« 

I soon abandoned my tobacco now, wbicb bad already 
begmi to produce a feeling of giddiness and confusion , very 
unfavourabie to cool determination — sensations wbicb did 
not subside so readily as I could bave wished; for as I sat 
gazing on my swarthy companion, fancies tbe wildest and 
most absurd associated tbemselves witb tbe stränge reality. 
Tbe terrible tales I once listened to aboutthe "Black Boat- 
swain" came to mingle witb tbe present. Tbe only remnant 
of rigbt reason left, prompted me to keep up my fire; a cer- 
^ia terror of being alone , and in tb^ daxk^ ml\i tba ae^o, 
'^dominating over everj otlier thoxig^it« 
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By the bright blaze , which soon arose , I could now mark 
the enormous figure , which , in all the abandonment of heavy 
slumber, lay outstretched before me. Although it was evident 
he was very old, the gigantic limbs showed what immense 
strength he must have possessed; while in the several white 
cicatrices that marked his flesh, I could reckon a great 
number öf wounds , some of them of fearfiil extent. The only 
covöring he wore was a piece of sail-cloth wrapped round his 
body; over this he had a blanket, through a round hole in 
which his head issued, like asin aMexicanponcho, leaving 
his sinewy limbs perfectly naked. A bit of ragged, wom 
bunting — part, as it seemed, of an old union-jack — was 
bound round his head, and, in its showy colours, served to 
enhance the stem expression of his harsh features. 

As my senses became clearery, I began to imagine howit 
happened that he came to the hut , since in all the narratives I 
bad heard of him , the greatest doubt existed that he was still 
liviog, so effectually did he manage his concealment. At last, 
and by dint of much thought, I hit upon what I suspected to 
be the real Solution of the difficulty , which was, that he was 
accustomed to venture hither whenever the signal-flag was 
not hoisted ; and as I had not done so , that he was under the 
belief that he was the only living man on the Island. 

That he must have contrived his hiding-place with great 
success was clear enough ; for whether the allegations against 
him were true or false , they were so universally believed by 
sailors, that if he had been discovered they would unquestion- 
ably have carried him off to Quebec. It was now in my power 
"to do the State this service;" and I began to canvass with 
myself all the reasons for and against it. If , on the one 
band, it reminded me of the old legends I used to read about 
striplings that led captive huge giants or fierce dragons , on 
the other , I feit it would be a species of treachery to one who 
had eaten bread from my hands. Besides , to what end — 
even supposing him guilty to any extent — to wkat^^^ä^VsocM^ 
him now tojvLBticej when a few days^ ot\iO^Ä^^^^'^^^^^^''^^^ 
dose a life whoae suffering was manii^^X. etiöw^X ksÄX^^s^^ 
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was I SO certain of escape myself , that I already plotted 
carrying away a prisoner with me ? The last reflection saved 
me the trouble of thinking much more on the others; and so I 
feil a pondering over myself and my destitution. 

Not long was I permitted to indulge insuchreveries; for 
the negro now began to dream , and talk aloud with a rapidity 
of utterance and vehemence very difFerent from the monosyl- 
labic efforts he had favoured me with. As the language was 
Spanish, I could catch nothing of his meaning; but I could 
see that some fearful reminiscence was agitating his mind by 
the working of his fingers , and the violent contortions of his 
face. 

In the struggle of his paroxysm — for it was really little 
less — he tore open the coarse rag of canvas that he wore, 
and I could perceive something fastened round his neck by a 
piece of spunyarn. At first I thought it one of those charms 
that seamen are so fond of carrying about them — amnlets, 
againstHeaven knows what kind of dangers: but, on stooping 
down , 1 perceived it was an old leather pocket-book , which 
once had bcen red, but by time and dirt was almost black. 

More than once he clutched this in his hand, with a wild 
energy , as if it was his heart's treasure , and then the great 
drops of sweat would start out upon his forehead, and his 
parted lips would quiver with agony. In one of these 
struggles , he tore the book from the cord , and opening it, 
seemed to seek for something among its contents. The rapi- 
dity of the movement, and the seeming coUectedness of every 
gesture , made me believe that he was awake ; but I soon saw 
that his great and staring eye-balls were not tumed to the 
spot, but were fixed on vacancy. 

bis motions were now more and more hurried: at one time 
his fingers would tum over the papers in the pocket-book, at 
another, he would grope with his hand along the ground, 
and pat the earth down with his palm , as if , having buried 
something in the earth, he would conceal every trace of it 
from discovery; and at these momenU tli^ Äi^wiUh word 
^^oro " — gold — would escape bim in. a \v«Äi-«v^^ «sA "Osa&^ 
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and the word, " Guajaqualla ," were the only ones I could 
catch ; but my mind retained both for many a day after. 

At last, he crushed the papers humedly together, and 
closed the -pocket-book: but in doing so, a single slip of 
paper feil to the ground. I leaned over, and caught it; and 
by the light of the fire I read the foUowing lines , which were 
in print, and apparently cut from the column of a news- 
paper. 

**ONE THOUSAND DOLLABS REWABD. 

" Any one will be entitled to the above reward who may 
detect, or give such Information as may lead to the detection, 
of _Menelaus Crick, a negro slave, aged forty-eight ; he Stands 
six feet two high ; broad ehest and Shoulders, the right higher 
thantheleft; hasmarksof the lashon back, and two cutlass 
scars on the face ; the great toe of the left foot is wanting, 
and he walks occasionally with difficulty, from a gunshot 
wound in the spine. 

"As he is a fellow of resolute character, and great 
strength, all persons are hereby warned not to attempt his 
capture , save in sufficient numbers. He was last seen at San 
Luis , and is supposed to have gone in the direction of Gruaja- 
qualla, where it is said he worked once as a gold-washer. 

"Address. — The OflSce of the Picayune — Letter — T. 
Gr -— B — . New Orleans." 

There were a few words in Spanish scrawled on the back. 

"Here is the man!" said I, looking down at the sleeping 
figure; "who would have thought a thousand dollars could 
bemadeof him?" Not, indeed, that I speculated on such an 
unholy gain. — No, the very offer only enlisted my sym- 
pathies in favour of the poor wretch; besides, how many 
years ago must that advertisement have appeared; he was 
forty-eight at that time, and now his age might be nigh eighty. 
My curiosity became intense to see the contents of the pocket- 
book, firom which I could fancy abundant materials to eke out 
the negro*s history. I am afi'aid that nothin^ bxvl IVä \Ä\x5ört 
of discoveryprevented my stealing it. 1 evew ^\«Olxä^\nssnr ^ 
migbt be done withont awaking Ima-, WX. ^^ Vstv^^^p^sgoX 
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kuife which glistened in the strap of bis blanket admonished 
me to prudence , and I abstained. / 

My fire waxed fainter as tbe dawn drew nigh , and as I was 
afraid of sleep Coming over me, I stepped noiselessly from tbe 
but , and gained tbe open air. My first occupation was to 
boist tbe signal; and as it rose into tbe air, I watched its 
massive folds unfurling , witb a tbrob of bope tbat gave me 
new courage. Tbe Standard was very lofty, and stoodupon 
a mound of eartb; and as tbe flag itself was large, I bad every 
reason to tbink it could not escape notice. Scarcely, indeed, 
bad I made fast tbe balyard , tban I bebeld on tbe very verge 
of tbe borizon wbat seemed to be a vessel. Tbe moment of 
sunrise, like tbat of sunset, is peculiarly favourable to dis- 
tinct Vision, and as tbe pink line of dawn sbeeted over tbe sea, 
tbe dark object stood out clear and sbarp; but tbe next mo- 
ment tbe glare of brigbter day covered sky and water to- 
getber, and I could no longer see tbe sbip. 

In my anxiety to try and catcb sigbt of it from anotber spot, 
I bastened down to tbe sbore; but already a rosy tint was 
spread over tbe wide sea , and notbing was discemible except 
tbe beaving waves and tbe streaked sky above tbem. 

I sat upon a rock straining my eyes, but to no purpose; 
and at last tbe cold raw air pierced tbrougb me , and I re- 
membered tbat I bad left my jacket in tbe but. But for tbis, 
indeed, I would not bave retumed to it, — for, witbout ab- 
solute fear of tbe negro , bis repulsive features , and scowling 
look, made bis companionsbip far from pleasurable. Hlfii 
suspicion of me, too, migbt bave led bim to some act of 
violence; and tberefore I determined, if I were even to seek 
sbelter in tbe Befuge- bouse at tbe otber end of tbe island , I 
would not go back to tbis one. 

It was some time before I could summon courage to ven- 
ture back again; and even wben I bad reacbed tbe door, it 
was not witbout a struggle witb myself tbat I dared to enter, 
Tbe dayligbt was now Streaming in, across tbe long and 
dreary Chamber , and, encouraged by tbis, I stepped acrosa 
/Äe tbreshold. My first glance was to^wÄa >öafc ^\.q.^^ ^ ^\ä\ä 
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I had left him lying asleep. The fire had burned out, and 
the negro was gone ! With cautious steps, and many a prying 
glance around , I ventured forward, my heart thumping with 
• a fear I cannot explain , — since his very presence had not 
cansed such terror ; but nowhere was he to be found" — not a 
trace of him remained. Indeed, were it not for the scrap of 
printed paper, which I had carefully preserved, I should 
have believed the whole events of the night to be the mere 
fancies of a dream. 

Twice was I obliged to take it from my pocket and read it 
over, to assure myself that I was not pursuing some hallucina- 
tion of sleep ] and if I feit convinced that the events were real, 
and had actually happened, I will frankly own that the reality 
inspired me with a sense of fear which no memory of a mere 
Vision could have inspired. 

Daylight is a bold companion , however, and where night 
would make the heart beatfast, and the cheekpale, the sun 
will give a strong pulse and a ruddy face. This I could not 
help feeling, as I acknowledged to myself that had it been 
yet dark, I had rather have perished with cold than sought 
for my jacket within the hut. 

Atlast, grown bolder, I had even courage to seekforthe 
negro on every side. I exarained the berths along the walls ; 
I searched the recesses beside the biscuit-casks ; I removed 
planks and tumed over sails , but without success. The dif- 
ficulty with which he moved made this seem doubly stränge, 
and satisfied me that his place of concealment could not be far 
off; nay, possibly, at that very moment he might be actually 
watching me , and waiting for a favourable instant to pounce 
upon me, This dread increased as my search continued to be 
fr uitless ; so that I abandoned the pursuit , assured that I had 
done everything that could have been asked either of my 
courage or humanity, nor was I sorry to assure myself that I 
had done enough. 

My interest in the subject was soon a\xpct^fe^'^^ \il <^"cä. 
nearer to my beart; for as 1 left the liut 1 "^i^Yi^^ ^ ^oxiJ^ ^qtqä 
nu'Ieß off, a large three-masted yesael beaxm^ \x^ \>c^^ ^^^ 
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with all her canvas spread. Forgetting the distance, and 
everything save my longing to be free , I ascended a little 
eminence, and shouted with all my might, waving my hand- 
kerchief back and forward above my head. I cannot describe 
the transportof delight I feit, at perceiving that a flag was 
hoisted to the main peak , and soon after lowered — a recog- 
nition of the signal which floated above me. I even cried 
aloud with joy, and then, in the eagemess of my ecstasy, 
I set off along the shore , seeking out the best place for a boat 
to run in. 

Never did a ship appear so glorious an object to my eyes; 
her spars seemed more taper, her sails more snowy,her bearing 
prouder, than ever a vessel owned before ; and when at length 
I could distinguish the figures of men in the rigging, my heart 
actually leaped to my mouth with delight ! 

At last she backed her topsail, and now I saw shooting out 
from beneath her tall sides a light pinnace, that skimmed the 
water like a sea-bird. As if they saw me, they headed exactly 
towards where I stood , and ran the craft into a little bay just 
at my feet. A crew of four sailors and coxswain now jumped 
ashore , and advanced towards me. 

*'Are there many of you?" said the coxswain, gruffly, 
and as though nothing were a commoner occurrence in life 
than to rescue a poor forlom fellow-creature from an unin- 
habited rock. 

" I am alone , sir ," said I , almost bursting into tears , for 
mingled joy and disappointment; for I was, I own it, disap- 
pointed at the want of sympathy for my lone condition. . 

" What ship did you belong to, boy ?" asked he, as shortly 
as before, 

* ' A y acht , sir — the Firefiyr 

"Ah, that's it; so they shoved you ashore here. Thafs 
what comes of sailing with gentlemen , as they calls *em." 

"No, sir; welanded — afewofus — duringacalm — " 

^'Aj, ay," hebrokein, "Iknow all that — theoldstory; 
you landed to shoot rabbits , aTidaom^\iO\?^ov3L^Q\.^^^^Ta.tßd 
ß-om the others\ the wind spruug up mea-TiVvcDÄ — ^^ i^k^s^ 
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ired a gun to come off — eh , isn't that it ! Come , my lad , no 
^ammon with me. You*re some infernal young scamp that 
NBA ' had up* for punishment, and they either put you ashore 
lere for the rats, or you jumped overboard yourself, and 
loated hither oh a spare hen-coop. But never mind — we'U 
5ive you a run to Quebec \ jurap in." 

I foUowed the order with alacrity, and soon found myself 
)n board the Hampden transport, which was conveying the 
— th Regiment of Foot to Canada. 

" No one but this here boy, sir ," said the coxswain ; shov- 
ng me before him towards the skipper, who, amidst a crowd 
jf officers in undress , sat smoking on the after-deck. 

A very significant grünt seemed to imply that the vessel's 
¥ay was lost for very sHght cause. 

"He says as how he belonged to a yacht, sir,'* resumed 
;he coxswain. 

** Whose yacht , boy? " asked one of the officers. 

" Sir Dudley Broughton's , sir; the Firefli/" saidl. 

**Broughton! Broughton!" said an old shrewd-looking 
nan, in a foraging-cap 5 "don't you know all about him? 
>ut, tobesure, he was before yowr day ; " and then changing 
lis discourse to French , with which language , thanks to my 
und old feiend Father Bush, I was sufficiently acquainted to 
inderstand what was said — he added, "Sir Dudley was in 
;he Life Guards, once; his wife eloped with a Russian or a 
Polish Count — I forget which — and he became deranged in 
5onsequence. Were you long with Sir Dudley, boy?" asked 
16, addressing me in English. 

" Not quite two months , sir." 

"Not a bad spell with such a master!" resmned he, in 
French ; " if the stories they teil of him be true. How did you 
lappen to be left on Anticosti ? '* 

" No use in asking, captain!" broke in the skipper. "You 
lever get a word of truth from chaps like that; go for'ard, 
3oy." 

And with this brief direction I was disosAs«»^^, feÄ. \ss73 
'uncj'ed beroiam — all my anticipated ^ory — ^^saÄttöi% ^ 
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. coat of glistenlDg vamish: all were intent on the approachiog 
landing , even to the group of lounging ofläcers on the poop, 
who had begun to reduce their beards and whiskers to a more 
"regulatiou" Standard, and who usually passed the mommg 
inspecting epaulettes and sword-knots, chakos, gorgets, and 
such like , with the importance of men who feit what havoc 
among the fair Canadians they were soon about to inflict. 

My Services were in request among this section of the pas- 
sengers , since I had become an expert band at cleaning arms 
and equipments with Sir Dudley; besides that^ not wearing 
bis Majesty's cloth, the officers were at liberty to talktome 
with a freedom they could not have used with theirmen. They 
were all more or less curious to hear about SirDudley, of 
whom, without transgressing Halkett's caution, I was able to 
relate some amusing particulars. As my hearers invariably 
made their comments on my narratives in French , I was often 
amused to hear them record their opinionsof myself, expressed 
with perfect candour in my own prcsence. The senior officer 
was aCaptain Pike, an old, keen-eyed, pock-marked man, 
with a nose as thin as a sheet of parchment. He seemed to 
read me like a book; at least, so far as I knew, his opinions 
perfectly divined my true character. 

"Our friend Con," he would say, "is an unconunonly 
shrewd varlet , but he is only telling us some of the ti:uth; he 
sees that he is entertaining enough , and won't produce * La- 
fitte,' so long as we enjoy his * Ordinaire.' " 

"Now what will become of such a fellow as that?" asked 
another; "heaven knows! such rascals tum out consummate 
scoundrels, or rise to pösitions of eminence. Never was there 
a more complete lottery than the life of a young rogue like 
that." 

*'Ican'tfancy," drawled out a young subaltem, "how an 
ignorant cur, without education, manners, and means, can 
ever rise to anything." 

"Who can say whether he has not all these?" said the 
eaptain, quietly. " Trust me, Carrington, you*d cut a much 
poorer ßgure in his place, than -woxM'^'ö m ijoursr 
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The ensign gave a haughty laugh, and tlie captain re-^. 
siimed: "I said, it were not impossible that he had eaeh of th^ 
three requisites you spoke of ; and I repeat it. He may, wi^k- 
out pos^essing leaming, have picked up that kind, oTrudi- 
mentary knowledge, that keenness and zeal imprpve on every 
day ; and as for tact and address, such fellows po&^essboth as a 
birthright. I have a plan in my head for the youngster ; but 
you must all pledge yourselves to secrecy , or TU not venture 
uponit." .- ' 

Here a very gener al chorus of prömises and "on honours" 
broke forth: after the subsidence of which, Captain Pike con- 
tinued, still, however, in French ; and although being far from 
a proficient in that tongue, I was able to foUow the tenor of 
hisdiscourse, anddivine its meaning, particularly as, from 
time to time , some of the listeners would propound a question 
or two in English, by the aid of which I invariably contrived 
to keep up with the " argument." 

"Youknow, lads," said the captain, " that our old friend, 
Mrs. Davis, who keeps the boarding-house in the Upper Town, 
has been always worrying us to bring her out what she calls, 
a first-rate man-servant irouT England ; by which she means, a 
creature capable of subsisting on quarter rations , and who, 
too far from home to tum restive, must put up with any wages. 
The very fact that he came out special, she well knows , will 
be a puff for the ^Establishment' among the Canadian Mem- 
bersof Parliament, and the small £ry of officials who dine at 
the house; and as to qualifications, who will dare question the 
* London footman?* " 

"Pooh, pooh!" broke in Carrington; "that fellow don't 
look like a London footman." 

"Who says he does?" retorted the captain; "who ever 
said brass buttons and blue beads were gold and turquoise? 
but they pass for the same in villages not fifty .miles from 
where we are sailing. Mother Davis was wife of a skipper in 
the timber trade , who died harbour-master here ^ she \a \tf>.^^ 
very likely peraon to be critical about a WVXst ot iQoXxsÄxi^ 
aeeompHshmenta, " 

The Confessiofis of Con Cregan, /. ^ 
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^'BrJove!*' criedanother, '^Pikeisallright! goonwith 
vonr plan.'* 

^^^v plaD is this: we*ll dress up oiirfTiendCk>n, here, — 
giye him^a few lessons about waiting at table, deÜTering a 
message , ai)d so forth , — fiimish him with a jolly set of char- 
acters, — aiiid start him on the road of läe with Mother 
Davis." 

A merrj roar of approving laughter broke forth from the 
party, at this brief suimnaiy of Captain Pike's intentions; 
and indeed , it was not without great difficultj I avoided join- 
ing in it. 

*' He looks so devilish yoong!" said Carrington; ''he can't 
be fifteen." 

"Possibly not fourteen," said Pike; "bat we'U shayehis 
head, and give him a wig. I'U answer for the ' make up ; ' and 
as I have had some experience of private theatricab, relj on't 
he'U pass master." 

"How will you dress him, Pike?" 

"In livery , — a füll suit of snuff-brown , lined with yellow ; 
I'U devote a large cloak I have to the purpose, and we'll set 
the tailor at work to-day." 

" Is he to have shorts ? " 

"Of course; some of you must * stand' silk stockings for 
him, for we shall have to tum him out with a good kit." 

A very generous burst of promises here broke in, about 
Shirts, vests, cravats, gloves, and other wearables, which, I 
own it , gave the whole contrivance a far brighter colouring in 
niy eyes, than when it oflfered to be a mere lark. 

" Will the rogue consent, think you?" asked Carrington. 

" Will he prefer a bed, and a dinner, to nothing to eat, and 
a siesta under the planks on the quays of Quebec?" asked 
Pike, contemptuously. " Look at the fellow ! watch his keen 
eyes and his humorous mouth when he's speaking to you, and 
say if he wouldn't do the thing for the fttn of it? Not but a 
rj'ffhi clever ehap like him will aee aomeithm^beaides a joke in 
the whole contrivance." 
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"Iforesee hell break down at the first go off," saidCar- 
rington; who, through all the controversy, seemed impressed 
with the very humblest opinion of my merits. 

"I foresee exactly the reverse," said Pike. "IVe seldom 
met a more acute youngster, nor one readier to take up your 
meaning ; and if the yarlet doesn't get spoilt by edncation, but 
simply foUows out the bent of bis own shrewd intelligence, 
hell do weU yet." 

"You rate him more highly than I do," said Carrington 
again. 

"Not impossible either; we take our soundings with very 
dissimilar lead-lines," said Pike, scoffingly. "My opinion is 
formed by hearing the boy's own observations about character 
and life, when he was speaking of Broughton ; but if you were 
ten times as right about him, and I twice as many times in the 
wrong, he*ll do for what I intend him." 

The others expressed their füll concurrence inthecaptain*s 
view of the matter, — voted me a phoenix of all young vaga- 
bonds, and their brother-officer Carrington a down-right ass, 
— both being my own private sentiments to the letter. 

And now for an honest avowal! It was the flattery of my 
natural acuteness — the captain's panegyric on my aptitude 
and smartness — that won me over to a concurrence in the 
scheme ; for, at heart, I neither liked the notion of " service," 
nor the prospect of the abstemious living he had so pointedly 
alluded to. Still , to justify the favourable Impression he had 
conceived of me , and also with some half hope that I should 
see"life" — the ruling passion of my mind — under a new 
aspect, I resolved to accept the proposition so soon as it 
should be made to me : nor had I long to await that moment. 

" Con, my lad," said the captain, "you may leave that belt 
there; come aft here , — 1 want to speak to you. What are 
your plans when you reach Quebec? Do you mean to look 
after your old master, Sir Dudley, again?" 

" No, sir : I have had enough of salt tratet iot ^>mceä — ^\^ 
keep mjfeet od dryland now." 

''Bat whatlme ofUfe do you propoae to ioWo-^T"* 
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I hesitated for the answer and was silent. 

*'Imean," resumed he, "is it your intention to become a 
farm-servant with some of the emigrant families, or will you 
seek for employment in the town? " 

" Or would you like to enlist, my lad? " broke in another. 

^^No, thank you, sir; promotion is slow from the ranks, 
andlVe a notion one oughttomove *up,' astheymove'on,* 

in life." 

"Listen to the varlet now," said Pike, in French; "the 
fellow's as cool with us as if we were exactly his equals, and no 
more. TU teil you what it is, lads," added he, serioosly, 
" when such rogues joumey the road of life singly, they raise 
thertiselves to Station and eminence; but when they herd to- 
gether in masses , these are the fellows who pull odiers down, 
and effect the most disastrous social revolutions. So you'U not 
be a soldier, Con?" added he, resuming the yemacular; 
"well , what are your ideas as to the civil service? " 

* * Anything to begin with , sir." 

" Quite right , lad — well said ; a fair start is all you ask?" 

" Why, sir, I carry no weight , either in the shape of goods 
or character; and if a light equipment givea speed, IVe a 
Chance to be placed well." 

The captain gave a side-glance at the others , as though to 
say, " Was I correct in my opinion of this fellow? " and then 
went on , — "I have a thought in my head for you, Con ; there 
is a lady of my acquaintance at Quebec wants a servant: now 
if you could pick up some notion of the duties, IVe no doubt 
you'd leam the remainder rapidly." 

"I used to wait on Sir Dudley, sir, and am therefore not 
entirely Ignorant." 

"Very true; and as these gentlemen and myself will put 
you into training while the voyage lasts, I hopeyou'll do us 
credit in the end." 

"Much will depend on my mistress, sir," said I, — de- 
termining to profit by what I had overheard, but yet not use 
the knowledge rashly or unadvisedly. "Should she not be 
very exacting and yeiy particular, bat have alittlepatien.ce 
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with me , accepting zeal for skill, I'ye no doubt, sir , 111 not 
discredit your recommendation." 

"That's the very point I'm coming to, Con," said the 
captain Iowering bis voice to a most coii£dential tone. '^ Tbe 
true State of tbe case is tbis ; " — and bere be entered npon an 
explanation, wbicb I need not trouble tbe reader by recapi- 
tulating, since it merely went tbe lengtb I bave already 
related, save tbat be added, in conclosion, tbis important 
piece of Information. 

" Your golden rule , in every difficulty, will tben be , to 
assnre Mrs. Davis tbat you always did so, wbatever it may be, 
when you were living witb Lord George, or Sir Cbarles, or tbe 
Bisbop of Drone. You understand me — eb ? " 

"I tbink so, sir," said I, brigbtening up, and at tbe 
same time stealing an illustration from my old legal practices. 
"In Mrs. Davis* Court tbere are no precedents." 

"Exactly, Con; bit tbe nail on tbe very bead , myboy!'' 

" It will not be a very difficult game , sir , if tbe guests are 
like tbe mistress." 

"So tbey are, for tbe mostpart; now and tben, you'll 
bave a military and naval officer at table, -and you'll be 
obliged to look out sbarp , and not let tbem detect you ; but 
with tbe skippers of mercbantmen, dock-yard people, 

store-keepers , male and female , I fancy , you can bold your 

»» 

own. 

" Wby, sir, I bope tbey'll be satisfied witb tbe qualification 
tbat contented my former titled masters," said I, witb a 
knowing twinkle of tbe eye be seemed to relisb prodigiously, 
and an assumed tone of voice, tbat suited well tbe part I was 
to play. 

** Come down below , now, and weil write your cbaracters 
for you;" and so be beckoned tbe otbers to accompany bim to 
tbe cabin, wbitber I foUowed tbem. 

An animated debate ensued as to tbe number and nature 
of tbe certificates I ougbt to possess. Some being of opinion. 
tbat !• sbould bave tbose of every kmd äüöl ^"ft^^'^x <^^<i£5Ä 
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alleging that my age forbade the likelihood of my havloj 
served in more than two or three situations. 

" What say you to this , lads? " said Pike , reading from 
rough and mucli-corrected draftbefore him. 

"The bearer, Cornelius Cregan, has lived in my servic 
ten months as a page ; he is scrnpulously honest, active, an* 
intelligent, well acquaintedwith the dutiesofhis Station, am 
competent to discharge them in the first f amilies. I now die 
miss him at his own request. Ceciua Mendleshaw." 

*' Gad ! rd rather make him start as what they call in hi 
own country a *Tay~boy,*" said Carrington, "one of thos 
bits of tamished gold-lace and gaiters, seen about the out 
skirtsof Dublin." 

" Your honour is right, sir," saidl, glad to show mysel 
above any absurd vanily on the score of my early beginning 
" a * Tayboy,' on the Rathmines road, able to drive a jauntinj 
car, and wait at table." 

" That's the mark, I believe," said Pike. " Suppose, theu 
we say, Con Cregan has served me twelve months , waited a 
table , and taken care of a horse and car." 

"Ah , sir ! " said I , " sure an Irish gentleman with a * Tay 
boy ' wotild be finer spoken than that. It would be , I certif 
that Cornelius Cregan, who served in my establishment a 
under butler, and occasionally assisting the coachman, is 
most respectable servant, well-mannered and respectfuJ 
having always lived in high situations , and with the most die 
tinguished individuals." 

"Ah, that's it," broke in Carrington; "understand 
lamps, and isperfectly competent to make jellies, soups, an« 
preserves." 

"Confoundit, man! you're making him a cook." 

"By Jove, so I was; it's so hard to remember what th 
fellow is." 

"I think we may leave it to himself," said Pike; "h 
seems to have a very good notion of what is necessary; sc 
Master Con, write your own biography, my lad, and we'U giv 
it all the needful currency of handwriting and seaL" 
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" It's a pity you*re a Papist ," said another , " or you could 
have such a recommendatiou from a ^seriousfamily/ 1 know 
of, inSurrey." 

"Nevermind," rejoined the captain, "one signed *P. 0. 
Dowdlum, Bisbop of Toronia/ will do even better in the 
Liower Province." 

''Exactly, sir; and, as I used to serye mass once, I 
can ^come out strong* about my early training witb 'bis 
gracel*" 

"Very well," said Pike; "teil tbe tailor to take your 
measure for the livery, and you'll wait on us to-day at table." 
Witb tbis Order I was dismissed to con over my fictitious and 
Bpecolate on my true " character." 



CHAPTER XIII. 

Quebec. 

Ast yiewed from Diamond Harboor , a more striking city 
than Quebec is seldom seen. The great rock rising above tbe 
lower town , and crowned witb its batteries , all bristling witb 
guns , seemed to my eyes the very realization of impregnabi- 
lity. I looked from tbe sbip tbat lay tranquilly on the water 
below, and wbose decks were thronged witb blue jackets — to 
the Highlander who paced bis short path as sentry, some 
hundred feet high upon tbe wall of tbe fortress ; and I tbougbt 
to myself witb such defenders as these , tbat Standard yonder 
need never carry any other banner. 

Tbe whole view is panoramic. Tbe bending of tbe river 
sbuts out the Channel by which you have made your approach, 
giying the semblance of a lake on wbose surface vessels of 
every nation lie at anchor, some witb the sails hung out to 
dry, gracefully drooping from the taper spars ; others refitting 
again for sea, and loading thehuge pine-trunks, mooredas 
vast rafts to tbe stem. There were people everywbere ; all 
wasmotion^ life, andactivity. JoUy-bOÄ\Äm\3tL\s^^\Ä^ '^%5Ä^ 
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man-of-war gigs bonnding rapidly past them with eight; 
canoes skimming by without a ripple , and seemingly withont 
Impulse, tili you caught sight of the loonging figure who lay 
at füll length in the stem , and wbose red featores were scarce 
distinguisbable from the copper-coloored bark of bis boat. 
Some moved apon the rafts, and even on single tränke ef 
trees , as , separated from the mass , they floated down on the 
swift current, boat-hook in band, to catch at the first object 
Chance might ofiPer them. The quays, and the streets leading 
down to them , were all thronged; and, as you cast your eye 
upwards, here and there above the tall roofs might be seen 
the winding flight of stairs that lead to the upper town, alike 
dark with the moving tide of men. On every embrasure and 
gallery, on every terrace and platform, it was the same. 
Never did I behold such a human tide ! 

Now, there was something amazingly inspiriting in all 
this, particularly when Coming from the solitude and mo-* 
notony of a long voyage. The very voices that ye-hoed; the 
hoarse challenge of the sentinels on the rock; the busy hum 
of the to?ni — made delicious music to my ear ; and I could 
have stood and leaned over the bulwark for hours to gaze at 
the scene. I own no higher interest invested the picture, for 
I was Ignorant of Wolfe. I had never heard of Montcalm ; the 
plains of "Abra'm" were to me but grassy slopes, and 
** nothing more." It was the life and stir — tiie tide of that 
human ocean , on which I longed myself to be a swimmer — 
these were what charmed me. Nor was the deck of the old 
Hampden inactive all the while , although seldom attracting 
much of my notice. Soldiers were mustering, knapsacks 
packing, roUs calling, belts buffing, and coats brushing on 
allsides; men grumblüig; sergeants cursing; officers swear- 
ing; half-dressed invalids popping up their heads out of 
hatchways , answering to wrong names , and doctors ordering 
them down again with many an anathema; soldiers in the way 
of sailors, and sailors always hauling at something that in- 
terfered with the inspection-drill^ every one in the wrong 
place, and each corsing bis neiglaboxa iox «ä^u^XöSä^s , 
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At last the shore-boats boarded us, as if oor confusion 
wanted anything to increase it. ßed-faced barbour-masters 
sbook hands witb the skipper and pilot , and disappeared into 
the ^^ronnd-house" to discuss grog and the late gales. Officers 
from the garrison came out to welcome their friends — for it 
was the second battalion we had on board of a regiment whose 
first had been some years in Canada — and then what a rush 
of inquiries were exchanged. "How's the Duke?" "All 
qniet in England ? " " No sign of war in Europe ? " " Are the 
8th come home?" "Where's Forbes?" "Has Davern sold 
out?" — with a mass of such small interests as engage men 
who live in coteries. 

Then there were emissaries for newspapers , eagerly hunt- 
ing for spicy rumours not found in the last Journals; waiters 
of hoteis, porters, boatmen, guides, Indians with mocassins 
to seil , and a hundred other functionaries bespeaking eustom 
and patronage; and, although offcen driven over the side most 
ignominiously at one moment, certain to reappear the next at 
the opposite gangway. 

How Order could ever be established in this floating Babel 
I knew not, and yet at last all got into train somehow. 

First one large boat crammed with men , who sat even on 
the gunwales , moved slowly away ; then another and another 
followed; a lubberly thing, half-lighter half jelly- boat, was 
80on loaded with baggage — amid which some soldiers' wives 
and a scattering population of babies were seen*, tili by de- 
grees the deck was cleared, and none remained of all that 
vast multitude , save the " mate" and the " watch ; " who pro- 
ceeded to getthings " ship-shape ," pretty much in the same 
good-tempered spirit seryants are accustomed to put the 
drawing-rooms to rights , after an entertainment which has 
kept them up tili daylight, and allows of no time for sleep. 
Till then I had not the slightest conception of what a voyage 
ended meant , and that when the anchor dropped from the 
bow a scene of bustle ensued to which nothing at 8e«.\iQt^ ^ss^ 
Proportion. ISlow, I had no frienda — -ao oti^ ^^xdä. \ö ^^- 
comeme — none asked for mx^ nauie, 1\iQ q^q.^xä ^ ^ni«^^*^ 
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captain, in the excitement of arriTing, had forgotten all about 
me; so tbat when the mate pnt tbe question to me, '^why I 
didn*t go ashore?" I bad no otber answer to gire bim than 
tbe honest one, ^* that I had nothing to do when I got there." 
" I suppose you know how to gain a livin' one way or t'other, 
mjladV* Said he, witha veiy disparaging glance out of the 
comerofhiseye. 

*^ I am ashamed to saj , sir , that I do not." 

"Well, I never see'd Picaroons starre, that*8 a comfort 
jou have ; bat as we don't mean to mess you here, yoa*d better 
get your kit on deck , and prepare to go ashore." 

Now the kit alladed to was the ehest of clothes giren to 
me by the captain, which, being bestowed for a particular 
porpose, and with an object now seemingly abandoned or 
forgotten , I began to feel scruples as to my having any daim 
to. Like an actor wbose engagement had been for one part, 
I did not think myself warranted in carrying away the ward- 
robe of my character; besides, who shoold teil how the 
captain might resent such conduct on my side. I might be 
treated as a thief! — I, ConCregan, who had registered a 
solemn vow in myown heart to be **a gentleman:" such an 
indignity should not be entertained even in thought. Yet was 
it very hard for one in possession of such an admirable ward- 
robe to want a dinner — for one so luxuriously apparelled 
on the outside , to be so lamentably unprovided within. From 
the Solution of this knotty question I was most fortunately 
preserved by the arrival of a corporal ofthe — th, who came 
with an order from Captain Pike , that I should at once repair 
to bis quarters in the Upper Town. 

Not being perhaps in bis captain's confidence , nor having 
any very clear notion of my precise Station in life — for I was 
dressed in an old cloak and a foraging cap — the corporal de- 
livered bis message to me with a military salute, and a certain 
air of deference very gr^teful to my f eeUngs. 

"Have you a boat alongside, corporal?" said I, as I 
lounged listleasly on the binnacle. 

'^ Yes, eir: a pair of oaia — ViW. t^iat ^o*^'' 
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" Yes , that will do ," replied I , negligently ; " see my traps 
safe on board , and teil me wheu all's ready." 

The corporal saluted once more, and went to give the 
necessary directions: meanwhile the mate, who had been a 
most amazed spectator of the scene , came over and stood right 
opposite me , with an expression of the most ludicrous doubt 
and hesitation. It was just at that moment that ^ in drawing 
the cloak round me , I discovered in a pocket of it an old cigar- 
case. I took it out with the most easy nonchalance, and leisurely 
striking a light, began smoking away, and not bestowing 
even a glance at my neighbour. 

Astonishment had so completely gotten the better of the 
man , that he could not utter a word ; and I perceived that he 
had to look over the side , where the boat lay, to assure himself 
that the whole was reality. 

"All right, sir," said the corporal, carrying bis band to 
hiscap. 

I arose languidly from my recumbent position, and fol- 
lowed the soldier to the gangway ; tHen turning slowly around, 
I surveyed the mate from head to foot, with a glance of mild 
but contemptuous pity, while 1 said, "Inyour Station, my good 
man, the lesson is perhaps not called for, since you may 
rarely be called on to exercise it; but I would wish to observe, 
that you will save yourself much humiliation , and consider- 
ablecontempt, bynot taking people for what they seemby 
externals." With this grave admonition, delivered in a half- 
theatrical tone of voice, I draped my "toga," so as tohide 
any imperfection of my interior costume , and descended ma- 
jesticaUy into the boat. 

When we reached the barrack, which was in the Upper 
Town, the captain was at mess; but had left Orders that I 
should have my dinner, and be ready at bis quarters, in my 
fulllivery, in the evening. 

I dined, very much to my satisf action , on some of the 
" d^briß " of the mess ; and under the auspices of th^ o.^-^^axsJ.'«» 
servanty arrayed myselfinmynew ftnery, >w\i\0£i^\^jaa.^^^ 
toconfeas, preBentedwhdiX artists Yro\Me^ '•'■^^'aj^Ni^*^*^ 



17C THE rON-Fi-:--ir»N'S *''F «.ON* CREGAX. 

VoT . ;l^ for m^:, I wäj litlthcr -.veririoJ by toQ nor pleasure: 
no H^TiH^ of pa.it fati^io — no anticipation of Coming exertioii 

— luvlu-A üliimbor: nay. 1 was actnally more wakeAil than 
J ha/1 bf:ori during the entire evcning. and I feit a most im- 
piiUivr; d^:aire for a little social enjoyment — that kind of inter- 
c/mrHf: with strangers . which I alwars remarked had the effect 
of ':Iicitirig my own conversational quallties, to a degree that 
aMtonlihcd even myself. 

In search of some hoase of entertainment — some public 
T(:W}Tt — I paced all the streets of the Upper Town, bat to no 
piir|>oiie. Occasionally , lights in a drawing-room, and the 
Hound of a piano , wonld teil where some small evening partj 
wa« assembled: or now and then. from a lower story, a joyous 
roar of laughter, or the merry chonis of a drinking-song, 
woiild bespeak some after-dinner convi^-ialities; bat to mingle 
in scene» like thesc , I feit that I had yet a long read to travel 

— ay, to pass muster in the very humblest of those dides, 
what a dcal had I to leam! How much hnmility, howmadi 
confidence; what deference, and what self-reliance; what 
niingled grarity and levity; what shades and gradationa of 
coloiir, sonicelybalancedandproportionedtoo, that, onie- 
solvftd by the prism, thny showno preponderating tint — make 
up that pellucid property men call " Tact ! " Ay , Con, that is 
your rarest gift of all! only acquire that, and you may di«- 
pmi8c with anccstry, and kindred, and even wealth itself; 
sincc he who has '^tact" participates in all these advantages, 
" amonq Jus friends" 

Ah I muscd thus, 1 had reached the ^' Lower Towu,'* and 
fonnd myself opposite the door of a tavem, over which a 
brilliant lamp illuminated the sign of *<The British Grena- 
dier ," a spccies of cantecn , in high favour with sergeants and 
quarter-masters of the garrison. I entered boldly, and with 
the intention of behaving generously to myself; bat scarcelj 
had I passed the throshold , than I heard a sharp voiee utter in 
a half-whisper, " Dang me, if he an't in livery ! " 

7 did not wait for more. My ^' tact" aasured me that even 
tAorc I was not admissible ^ ao 1 attoWe^ ow\. «^gaioi ^Ti»dduQE«% 
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to myself, "When a man has neither friendßj supper, and 
the hour is past midnight, the chances are 'it id ^ time to go to 
bed;*" and with this sage reflection, I wended my way 
towards a hmnble lodging-house on the quay , over which on 
landing I read the words, " The Emigrant' s Home." 



CHAPTER XIV. 

Howl "Pell in" and "out" with " the widow Davis." 

FoR the sake of conciseness in this veracious history, I 
prefer making the reader acquainted at once with facts and 
individuals, not by the slow process in which the knowledge of 
them was i^uired by myself, but in all the plenitude which 
intimate' acquaintance now supplies ; and although this may 
not seem to accord with the bit-by-bit and day-by-day 
narrative of a life, it saves a world of time, some patience, and 
mayhap some skipping too. Under this plea, I have already 
introducedSirDudley Broughton to the reader; and now, with • . 
permission, mean to present Mrs. Davis. 

Mrs. Davis , relict of Thomas John Davis , was a character 
so associated with Quebec , that to speak ofthat city without • 
her, wouldbe like writing an account of Newfoundland and 
never alluding to the article " cod-fish." For a great number 
of years her house had been the rendezvous of everything 
houseless, from the newly come "married" officer to the flash 
commercial traveller from the States; from the agent of an 
unknownland Company to the "skipper" of a rankpretentious 
enough to dine at a boarding-house. The establishment — as 
ßhe loved to style it — combined all the free and easy air of 
domesticity with the enjoyment of society. . It was an " acted 
newspaper," where paragraphs, military and naval, social, 
scandalous , and commercial , were fabricated wUk^^j^^^^^'Ok 
"compositor*' could have kept up m>;3a.. IcLet^ ^^ \\k^*V^- 
am'red sabaltem heard all the pipeeVay ^q«»«>vö -» ^'^'^ ^'^ *^^ 
gamson, bu^ of the Pro viace-, \ieie t\i^ \>ä.S«^^^ ^^^^^ ^^^ 
ne Confessions of Con Cregan» I. ^^ 
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i.'.ots and took Orders; here the "French Deputy" picke( 
what he called afterwards in the Chamber "Topinioi 
)liq^e;'* and here the men of pine-logs and white dea 
i, . »ibeu what they fervently believed to be the habits an< 
.. oners of the "English aristocracy." "To invest th« 
iblishment with this character ," to make it go forth to th( 
. jld as the mirror of liigh and fashionable life , had been th( 
passion of Mrs. D.'s existence. Never did monarch labour fo: 
the safeguard that might fence and hedge round his dynast} 
more zealously: never did minister strive for the guaranteei 
that should ensure the continuance of his system. It was th( 
moving purpose of her life ; in it she had invested all hei 
activity, both of mind and body; and as she looked back t( 
the barbarism from which her generous devotion had rescuec 
hundreds, she might well be pardoned if a ray of self-glorifica« 
tion lighted up her face. " When I think of Quebec , when T 
J." — her familiär mode of alluding to the defiinct Thomai 
John — " and myself first beheld it ,*' would she say , " and sei 
it now, I believe I maybe proud." The social habits were 
indeed at a low ebb. The skippers , — and there were fe^ 
other strangers, — had a manifest contempt for the use of th( 
fork at dinner, and performed a kind of sword-exercise while 
eating , of the most fearfiil kind. Napkins were always mis- 
construed — the prevailing Impression being that they we« 
pocket-handkerchiefs. No man had any vested interest in hi« 
own wineglass ; while thirsty souls even dispensed with sucl 
luxuries, and drank from the bottle itself. 

Then sea-usages had carried themselves into shore life 
The Company were continually getting up to look out oi 
Windows , watching the vessels that passed , remarking on th( 
State of the tide, and then resuming their placeswith a mutter 
ing over the "half ebb ," and that the wind was " northing-by- 
west ," looked for change. All the conversation smacked oi 
Salt- water; every allusion had an odour of tar and seaweec 
ahont it. 
I^oor Mrs, D&via I how was she to cvViöi'L^ VJafc-afe ^'»:^%j^^' 
iowinveet their Jives with any intexest aXiov^ \^TsÄi«t^ 'Ws! 
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would not listen to the polite news of " Government House ; " 
they would not vouchsafe the least attention to the interesting 
paragraphs she recited as table -talk , — how the Pirince of 
Hohenhumbaghousen had arrived at Windsor on a visit to 
Majesty ; nor how ßoyalty walked in " The Slopes," or sat for 
ita picture. 

Of the Duke of Norihumherland , they only knew a troop- 
ship of the name, and even that had been water-logged ! The 
Wellington traded to Mirimachi, and the Robert Peel was a 
barque belonging to Newfoandland, and employed in general 
traffic, and not believed very seaworthy. 

Some may make the ungracious remark^ that she might 
have spared herseif this task of humanizing — that she could 
have left these " ligneous Christians ," these creatures of tar 
and turpentine, where she found them. The same Observation 
will apply equally to Cooke, to Franklin, to Brooke of Bomeo, 
and a hundred oüier civilizers : so Mrs. D. feit it , and so she 
laboured to make T. J. feel it ; but he wouldn't. The ungrate- 
fiil old bear saw the ordinary grow daily thinner — he per- 
ceived that Banquo might have seated himself at any part of 
the table, and he actually upbraided his wife with the fact. 
Every day he announced some new defection from the list of 
their old supporters. Now it was old Ben Crosseley, of the 
Lively Biddy , that wouldn't stand being ordered to shake out 
his canvas — that is, to spread his napkin — when he was 
taking in sea störe : then it was Tom Galket , grew indignant 
at not being permitted to beat " to quarters" with hisknuckles 
at every pause in the dinner. Some were put out by being 
obliged to sit with their legs under the table , being long habi- 
tuated to dine at a cask with a plank on it, and of course 
keeping their limbs "stowed away" under the seat; and one, 
an old and much respected river pilot, was carried away insen- 
sible from table , on hearing that grog was not a recognised 
table beverage throughout the British dominions, 

The banishment of lobscouse and sea-i^V^^ — ^o^^^^r^fis^'^ 
concomitant eataplasm of peas , and otYiet «vmÄax ^^^'«^^'^'^ 
£rom the bül offare, completed the deiiec\:\oTL\ «oö.^^^^ 

Vi* 
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• ouejemained of the "once goodlie Company," save ai 

.tenoated Guernsey skipper, too much in debt to leave, 

ho attribnted bis fealty to tbe preference he entertaine< 

les nsages de la bonne societ^ , et la charmante Mde Da 

'. J. could never hold up his head again ; he moped abom 

docks and quays, like the restless spirit of some Anc 

Mariner. Every one pitied him ; and he grew so accusto 

to condolence — so dependent, in fact, on commiseratio 

tbat he spent his days in rowing from one ship to the oth< 

theharbour, drinkinggrogwiththeskippers, tili, bydii 

pure sympathy, he slipped quietly into his grave, after sc 

thing like a two years' attack of delirium tremens. 

The same week that saw T. J. descend to the tomb, sav 
widow ascend to the "Upper Town" — the more cong€ 
locality for aspirations like hers. If no eulogistic inscrip 
marked his resting- place, a very showy brass plate adoi 
hers. From that hour she was emancipated : it seemed, ind 
as if she had tumed a comer in life , and at once emerged i 
gloom and darkness into sunshine. It chanced that the 
racks were at that very moment undergoing repair, 
several officers were glad to find, at a convenient distance, 
comforts andaccommodationswhich a plausible advertisen 
in the Quebec Messenger assured them were to be obtainec 
one pound one Shilling weekly. 

There are people who teil you that we live in a heartl 
selfish, grabbing, grasping age, where each preys upoi 
neighbour, and where gain is the spirit of every contract; 
yet , in what period of the world was maternal tenderness , 
comforts of a home, the watoJiful anxieties of parental lovc 
be had so cheaply ? Who ever heard of bachelors being 
mitted into families, where music and the arts formed 
eyening*8 recreation, in the Middle Ages? Does Herod« 
inform us,that "youngand attractive ladieswouldtake chi 
of a widower's household, and superintend the care of 
family ?" Not a bit of it ! On this point, at least , the wis« 
of cur ancestors has uo chance with us. There is not a wis 
tbe heart, tbere ib not a yeaanomg oi ^^ «ä^^sNaovä ^ ^ 
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three-and-sixpenny advertisement in the Times will not e^oke 
a remedy for. You can make love , or a book , or a speech by 
deputy; for every relative you lose, there are fiSty kind- 
hearted creatores to supply Öie place ; and not only may you 
travel over half the globe without more personal exertion than 
it costs you to go bed , but you can be measured either for a 
wife or a suit of clothes without ever seeing the lady or the 
tailor. 

The "Hotel Davis," so said the newspaper, "was situated 
in the most airy and healthful locality of the Upper Town." 
No one ever rung the bell of the hall-door from the first of 
October to May, but would acknowledge the truth of the first 
epithet. " The society, for admission to which the most parti- 
cular references are required, embraces aU that is intellectual, 
high-bred, and refined. The table, where preside the * feast of 
reason and the flow of soul ,' combines the elegance and deli- 
caey oftheFrench, with the less sophisticated succulenceof 
English cookery. Intellectual resources , — the humanizing 
inflneAces of song and poetiy , — the varied pleasures of culti- 
vated and kindred spirits, which have won for this establish- 
ment the epithet of the Davisian Acropolis , continue to make 
it the chosen retreat of gentlemen connected with civil and 
military pursuits , who are lodged and boarded for one guinea 
weekly. 

"Receptions every Thursday. Balls, during the winter, 
on the first Monday of each month." 

Such was one among many — I select it as the shortest — 
announcements of this cheap Elysium: and now, two words 
about Mrs. D. herseif. She was a poor, thin, shrivelled-up 
little woman, with a rugged, broken-up face, whose profile 
looked like ajagged saw. Next to elegance of- manner, her 
passion was personal appearance — by which she meant the 
adventitious aid of false hair , rouge , and cosmetics , and these 
she employed with such ever-varying ingenuity, that her com- 
plexion dbianged daily from classic pallor to Spanish richness, 
while the angle of incidence of her eyebrows took in every 
thing from forty-five degrees to the homOTitaX* ^^"t ^Xr^'^^^A . 
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;■ , ih " and 80 she was gauzy and floating in all her drapery. 
.V .! - veil to the back of her head — a filmy , gossamer-kind 
»'■ i :'* across her Shoulders — assisted this deception, and, 
* <( >ecrossedtheroom,gayeh^rtheairof aclothes^-linein 
•i \if.-.i riad. 

iv . k mittens, over fingers glowing in all the Bplendonr of 
iiuilauun rings, and a locket about the size of a cheese-plate, 
containing the hair — some said, the scalp — of the late T. J., 
completed a costume which Mrs. D. herseif believed Parisian, 
but to which no revolution, democratic or social, could reduce 
a Frenchwoman. 

She borrowed her language as well as her costume from 
the Grande Nation, and with this comfortable reflection, that 
ßhe was not likely to be asked to restore the loan. Her French 
was about as incongruous as her dress — but Quebec , fortu- 
nately, was not Paris; and shedrove her coach and six thröugh 
"Adelow," with a hardihood that outstripped, if it did not 
defy, criticism. 

By the military and naval people she was deemed the best 
"fun" going; her pretension, her affectation, her shrewd- 
ness, and her simplicity; her religious homage to fashion; 
her unmerciful tyranny towards what she thought vulgarity, 
made her the subject of many a joke and much amusement. 
The other classes, the more regulär habitu^s of the "house," 
thought she was a pÄncess in disguise ; they revered her opi- 
nions as oracles , and only wondered how the court-end could 
spare one so evidently formed to be the glass of fashion. 

If I have been too prolix in my sketch , kind reader , attri- 
bute it to the true cause — my anxiety to serve those who are 
good enough to place themselves under my guidance. Mrs. D. 
still lives; the establishment still survives; at üve o'clock each 
day — ay, this very day, I have no doubt — her table is 
crowded by "the rank and fashion" of the Quebec world: 
and thechances are, if youyourself, worthy reader, should 
Visit that city, that you may be glad to give your blank days 
to the f are of Madam Davis. 



THE CONFESSIONS OF CON CREGAN. 183 

It was ten o*clock in the forenoon as I arrived at her door, 
and seilt in Captain Pike's letter, announcing my arrival. 
I found Mrs. D. in what she called her own room — a Kttle den 
of about eleven feet square , shelved all round , and showing 
an array of jars and preserve-pots that was most imposing — 
the offerings of skippers from the West India Islands and 
Madeira, who paid a kind of black-mail in preserved ginger, 
guavas, yams, pepper-pots, chili, and potted crabs, that 
would have given liver complaints to half the province. 

Mrs. D. was standing on a step-ladder, arranging her 
treasures by the aid of a negro-boy of about twelve years old, 
as I entered; and not feeling that I was of consequence suf- 
ficient to require a more formal audience , she took a steady 
and patient Observation of me, and then resumed her labours. 
The little window , about six feet from the ground , threw a 
fine ßembrandt light upon me, as I stood in my showy 
habiliments, endeavouring, by an imposing attitude, to ex- 
hibit myself to the best advantage. 

"Forty-seven; Guava jelly, Sambo! — where is forty- 
seven?" 

" Me no see him ," said Sambo; "missuseathimup, per- 
haps." 

^'Monsonze! you filthy creature — look for it, sirrah;" 
so saying, Mrs. Daviö applied her double eye-glass to her eyes, 
and again surveyed me for some seconds* 

" You are , the " — she hesitated — " the young person my 
friend Pike brought out , I believe ? " 

"Yes, mylady," saidl, bowing profoimdly. 

"What 's your name, the captain has not written it 
clearly?" 

" Cregan , my lady — Con Cregan." 

"Con — Con," repeated she twice or thrice; "whatdoes 
Conmean?" 

" It's the Short for Cornelius , my lady." 

"Ah, the abbreviation for Cornelius! — and where have 
youlived, Cornelius?" 
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"My last place, my lady, was Sir Miles O'Ryan's, of 
Roaring-water." 

" What are you doing, you wretch? — take your filthy 
fingers out ofthat potthis instant," screamed she, suddenly. 

"Me taste him, au' he be dam hot!" cried the nigger, 
dancing from one foot to the other, as his mouth was on fire 
from tasting capsicum pods. 

I thought of my own mustard experience , and then , tum- 
ing a glance of ineffable contempt upon my black friend, said, 
**Tho8e creatures, mylady, are so ignorant, they really do 
not know the nature of the commonest condiments." 

"Very true, Cornelius; I would wish, however, to ob- 
serve to you , that although my family are all persons of rank, 
I have no title myself — that is to say," added she , with a 
pleasing smile, "I do not assume it here — therefore, until 
we retum to England , you needn*t address me as ladyship.'* 

" No , my lady — I beg your ladyship's pardon for forget- 
tiug , but as I have always Uved in high families , IVe got the 
habit, mylady, of saying my lady." 

"I am Madam — piain Madam Davis — there, I knew 
you'd do it, you nastly little beast, you odious black crea- 
ture." This sudden apostrophe was evoked by the nigger 
endeavouring to balance a jam-pot on his thumb, while he 
spun it round with the other band — an exploit that ended in 
a smash of the jar , and a squash of the jam all over my silk 
stockings. 

"It*s of no consequence, my lady, I shall change them 
when I dress for dinner," said I, with consummate ease. 

**The jam is lost, however — will you kindly beat him 
about the head with that candlestick , beside you? " 

I seized the implement , as if in most choleric mood ; but 
my black was not to be caught so easily; and with a dive 
between my legs he bolted for the door — whilst I was pitched 
for ward against the step-ladder, head foremost. In my terror 
I threw out my hands to save myself, and caught — not the 
Jadder, but MadamDavis's lega — and do^n'^^ N^^x5X.\.ö%«t>5öKt^ 
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with a small avalanche of brown jars and preserve-pots clat- 
tering over us. 

As I had gone head foremost, my head through the 
ladder, and as Mrs. Davis had fallen on the top of me — her 
head being reversed — there we lay, like herrings in a barrel, 
tili her swoon had passed away. At last she did rally ; and 
gathering herseif up, sat against the wall, a most rueful 
picture of bruises and disorder, while I, emerging from 
between the steps of the ladder, began to examine whether 
it were marmalade or my brains that I feit Coming down my 
cheek. 

"You'll never mention this shocking event, Cornelius," 
said she, trying to adjust her wig, which now faced over the 
left Shoulder. 

* * Never, my lady. Am I to consider myself engaged ? " 

" Yes , on the terms of Captain Pike's note — ten pounds ; 
no wine nor tea-money, no passage-fare out, no livery, no — " 
I was afraid she was going to add no prog, but she grew faint, 
and merely said , " bring me a glass of water." 

"I'U put you in Charge of the lamps and plate to-morrow," 
said she , recovering. 

"Very well, madam," saidl, aloud — while to myself I 
muttered , " they might easily be in better hands." 

" You'U wait at table to-day." 

**Yes, mylady — madam, Imean." 

" Soup always goes first to Mrs. Trussford — black velvet, 
and very fat ; then to the lady in blue spectacles ; afterwards 
Miss Moriarty. Ah, I'm too weak for giving directions ; I'm 
in what they call * un ^tat de fuillete ; ' " and with these words 
Mrs. Davis retired , leaving me to the contemplation of the 
battle-field and my own bruises. 

My next care was to present myself below stairs; and 
although Bome may smile at the avowal , I had far more mis- 
givings about how I should pass muster with the underlings, 
than with the head of the department. Is the reader aware 
that it was a farrier of the Emperor Alexaiiöiet'Ä ^\3ä.t^ ^V^ 
ßrstpredlcted the destractlon of the '' gtand atm^" m^^>&i^»^ 
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A French horseshoc was shown to him, as a coriosity ; and he 
immediately exclaimed, "What! not yet frost-roughedl 
these fellows don't know the climate; the snows begin to- 
morrow ! " sg is it — ignoranc^ and pretension are infallibly 
discovered by "routine" people; they look to details, and 
they at once detect him who mistakes or overlooks them. 

Resolving, atallevents, tomakemy"01d World" habit» 
stand my part in every difficulty, and to sneer down every- 
thing I did not understand, Iput on abold face, and descended 
to the lower regions. 

Great people, "Ministers," and Secretaries for the 
"Home " and " Foreign," little know how great their privilege 
is , that in taking office , they are spa^ed all unpleasant meet- 
ings with their predecessors. Atleast, I conclude such tobe 
the case; and that my Lord Palmerston "stepping in" does 
not come abniptly upon Lord Aberdeen "going out,'* nor 
does an angry altercation arise between him who arrives to 
stay and he who is packing his portmanteau to be off. I say 
that I opine as much , and that both the entrance and the de- 
parture are conducted with due etiquette and propriety; in 
fact, that Lord A. has called his cab and slipped away, before 
Lord P. has begun to "take up" the "spoons;" not a bad 
metaphor, by the way — for an entrance into the Foreign- 
office. • 

No such decorous reserve presides over the change of a 
domestic ministry. The whole warfare of Opposition is Con- 
densed into one angry moment, and the rival parties are 
brought face to face in the most ungracious fashion. 

Now , my System in life , was that so well and popularly 
known by the name of M. Guizot, "la paix k tout prix; " and 
I take pride to myself in thinking that I have carried it out 
with more success. With a firm resolve, therefore, that no 
temptation should induce me to deviate from a pacific policy, 
I entered the kitchen, where the " lower house" was then "in 
committee," — the "cook in the chair!" 

"Here he com, now!" said Blackie; and the assembly 
grew baabed as I entered. 
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" Ay, here he comes ! " said I re-echoing the spcech ; " and 
let US see if we shall not be merry comrades." 

The address was a happy one; and that evening closed 
upon me in the very pinnacle of popularity. 

I have hesitated for some time whether I should not ask of 
my reader to enrol himself for a short space , as a member of 
"the establishment;" or even to sojoum one day beneath a 
roof where so many Originals were congregated; to witness 
the yery table itself , set out with its artificial fruits and 
flowers, its pine-apples in wax , anditspeachesof paper; all 
the appliances by which Mrs. D., in her ardent zeal , hoped to 
propagate refinement and abstemiousness; high-breeding and 
low diet being, in her esteem, inseparably united. To see the 
Company — the poor old faded and crushed flowers of mock 
gentility — widows and unmarried daughters of tax-collectors 
long "gathered;" polite store-keepers , and apothecaries to 
the "Forces," cultivating the Graces at the cost of their 
appetites, and descending, in costumes of twenty years back, 
in the pleasing delusion of being "dressed" for dinner: while 
here and there some unhappy skipper, undergoing a course of 
refinement, looked like a bear in a*' ballet," ashamedofhis 
awkwardness, and even still more ashamed of the Company 
wherein he found himself; and lastly, some old Seigneur of 
the Lower Province — a poor wasted, wrinkled creature, 
covered with hair-powder and snuff, but yet, strangely 
enough, preserving some "taste ofhisoncequality," and not 
altogether destitute of the graces of the land he sprung from; 
— curious and incongruous Clements to make up society, and 
worthy of the presidency of that greater incongruity who 
ruled them. 

Condemned to eat food they did not relish , and discuss 
themes they did not comprehend, — what a noble zeal was 
theirs ! What sacrifices did they not make to the genius of 
"gentility ! " If they would sneer at a hash , Mrs. D.'s magic 
wand charmed it into a "ragout;" when they almost sneeiÄd 
at the sour wine, Mrs. D, called for anotYie^T ^^^^ ^i '-'-^j». 
B^se. " '^Babbits, " they yere assureär, ^ex^ V^dl^ ^%ä.i ^^Ä\»^^ 
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fortuüi.'-s nii<I narrow meaDs to support such assomptioii were 
equally so: aii'l there is nothing which a Yulgar mind — I 
was vulgär at that period — so unhesitatinglj seizes on for 
sarcasm, as the endeavour of a poor man to "do the fine 
gentleman." 

If no man is a hero to bis valet, he who has no valet 
is never a hero at all — is uobody. I conceived, theo, ihe 
most insulting contompt for the Company, on whom I practiBed 
a hundred petty devices of anuoyance. I would drop gravy 
on a fine satin dress , in which the wearer only made her 
appearance at festivals, or stain with sauce the '^nuida 
ducks** destined to figure through half a week. Sometimes, 
by an adroit change of decanters during dinner, I would pro- 
dueo a scene of almost irremcdiable confusion, when the 
owner of sherry would find himself taking toast-and- water, he 
of the last beverage having improved the time and finished 
the racier liquid. Such reciprocitics , although strictlj in ac- 
cordance with "free-trade/' invariably led to very warmdis- 
cussions , that lasted through the remainder of the evening. 

Then I removcd plates ere the eater was satisfied, and that 
with an air of such imposing resolve as to silence remon- 
strance. AMien a stingy guest passed up bis decanter to a 
iriend. in a moment of enthusiastic munificence, I never 
suffered it to retum tili it was emptied; while to the elderly 
ladies I measured out the wine like laudanum; eveiy now 
and thcn , too , I would forget to band the dish to some one or 
other of the Company , and affect only to discover my error 
as the last spoonful was disappearing. 

Nor did my liberties end bere. I was constantly intro- 
ducing inuovations in the Order of dinner, that prodaced most 
ludicrous sccnes of discomfiture — now insisting on the ose 
of a fork, now of a spoon, under circumstances where no 
adroitncss could compensate for the implement; and one day 
I actually went so far as to introduce soap with the finger- 
glasses, averring that "it was always done at Devonshire 
JIouBC on graud oecasions.'^ 1 t\io\i^t\ ^ci\3\ÖL\ia.^^\Ä\s»:^^ 
mjrsclf, na 1 eaw the efforts of tYi© p«iity \.ö ^^xlofna^^vt^^essk 
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with soitable dignity ; all I could do was to restrain a bnrst 
of open laughter. 

So long as I prosecuted my reforms on the actual staff 
of the estabb'shment , all went well. Now and then , it is true, 
I used to overhear in French , of which they believed me to be 
Ignorant, rather sharp comments onthe "free-and-easy tone 
of my manners — how careless I had become," and so on; 
complaints , however , sure to be met by some assurance that 
"my manners were quite London" — that what I did was the 
type of fashionable servitude ; apologies made less to screen 
me than to exalt those who invented them, as thoroughly 
conversant with high life in England. 

Atlast, partly from being careless of consequences , fori 
was getting very weary of this kind of life — the great amuse- 
ment of wÖch used tö be, repeating my Performances jFor the 
aar of Captain Pike , and he was now removed with his re- 
giment toKingstown — and partly wishing for some incidents, 
of what kind I cared not, that might break the monotony 
of my existence; I contrived one day to Stretch my preroga- 
tive too far, or, in the phrase of the Gulf, "I harpooned a 
bottle-nose," — the periphrasis for making a gross mistake. 

I had been some years at Mrs. Davis's — in fact, I feit and 
thought myself a man when the last ball of the season was an- 
nounced — an entertainment at which usually a more crowded 
assemblage used to congregate than at any of the previous 
ones. 

It was the choice occasion for the habituds of the house to 
invite their grand friends, for Mrs. D. was accustomed to put 
forth all her strength, and the arrangements were made on 
a Scale of magniücence that invariably occasioned a petty 
famine for the fortnight beforehand. Soup never appeared, 
that there might be "bouillon" for the dancers; every one 
was ona Short allowanceof milk, eggs, and sugar; meatbe- 
came almost a tradltion : even candles waned and went out^ 
in waiting for the auspicious night w\iWi >i\ie^ ^wjX^N^'ss.tä 
like noon-day. Nor did the Company iaW. lo ^^xNiASs^'aXfc "^ 
these preparatory schoolings. What fn^YASvjX \vfe«.^^ "«v ^^^sV- 
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papers would appear at breakfastanddinner! Whatbuttoned- 
up coats and black cravats refiise all investigation on the score 
of linen! What mysterious cookings of cosmetics at mid- 
uight, with petty thefts of lard and thick cream! What 
inventions of French-polish that refused all persuasions to 
dry , but continued to stick to , and paint everything it came 
in contact witli ! Then thcre were high dresses cut down , like 
frigates razeed; frock coats reduced to dress ones; mocklace 
and false jewellery were at a premimn; and all the little 
patchwork devices of ribbons, bows, and camatious, gimp, 
ganze, andgeraniums, were put into requisition , petty acts 
of deception that each saw through in her neighbour, but 
firmly believed were undetectable in herseif. 

Then what caballings about the invited! what scrutiny 
into rank and Station — "what set they were in," and whom 
did they visit; with little Star-chamber inquisitions as to 
character , all breaches of which , it is but fair to state , were 
most charitably deemed remediable if the party had any pre- 
tension to social position ; for not only the saint in crape was 
twice a saint in lawn, but the satin sinner was pardonable, 
where the " washing silk" would have been found guilty with- 
out a "recommendation." 

Then there was eternal tuning of the piano-forte, which 

most perversely insisted on not suiting voices that might have 

sung duets with a peacock. Quadrilles were practised in 

empty rooms ; and Miss Timmock was actually seen trying to 

teach Blotter to waltz — a proceeding, I rejoice to say , tiiat 

. the moral feeling of the household at once suppressed. And 

then, what a scene of decoration went forward in all the 

apartments ! As in certain benevolent families , whatever is 

uiieatable is always given to the poor; so here, all the ar- 

tificial flowers unavailable for the toilet were generonsly 

bestowed to festoon along the walls to conceal tin sconces, 

and to wreathe round rickety chandeliers. Contrivance — 

that most belauded phenomenon in Nature's craft, — was 

j^ everywhere, If necessity be tTie mölket oi va^^eoJass^^ -^s^ä 

gentility 13 the " step-moüier.'' "^s^^vex ^et^ xeäää ^g:^»^«. 
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effortd, or greater sacrifices incurred, to make Mrs. D. appear 
like a West-end leader of fashion , and to make the establish- 
ment itself seem a Holderness Ilouse. 

As for me, I was the type of a stage servant — one ofthose 
creatores who band round coffee in the " School for Scandal." 
My silk stockings were embroidered with silver, and my 
showy coat displayed a bouquet that might have fiUed a 
vase. 

In addition to these personal graces, I had long been 
head of my department; all the other officials, from the negro 
knife-cleaner upwards, besides all those begged, borrowed, 
and I believe I might add , stolen domestics of other families, 
being placed under my Orders. 

Among the many functions committed to me , the drilling 
of these gentry stood first in difliculty , not only because they 
were rebellious under control , but because I had actually to 
invent "the discipline during parade." One golden rule, 
however , I had adopted , and never suffered myself to deviate 
&om, viz., to do nothing as it had been done before — a 
maxim which relieved me from all the consequences of inex- 
perience. Traditions are fatal things for a radical reformer ; 
and I remembered havingheard it remarked, how Napoleon 
hlmself first sacrificed his dignity, by attempting an Imi- 
tation of the monarchy. By this one precept I ruled and 
sqnared all my conduct. 

The most refractory of my subordinates was a jackanapes 
about my own age , who, having once waited onthe "young 
gentlemen" in the cock-pit of a man-of-war, fancied he had 
acquired very extended views of life. Among other traits 
of his fashionable experience , he remembered that at a de- 
jeüner given by the officers at Cadiz once , the Company , who 
breakfasted in the gun-room, had all left their hats and cloaks 
in the midshipmen's berth, receiving each a small piece of 
Card with a number on it , and a similar one being attached to 
the property — a process so universal now in our theatres and 
assemblies^ that I ask pardon for pa]rtic\)iV8ix\7 ^«^^^f^^si^^i^N 

Tiff Confeseions of Con Cregan* L ^^ 
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but it was a novelty at the time I speak of , and had all tbe 
merits of a new discovery. 

Smosh — this was my deputy's name — had been so strack 
with the admirable success of the arrangement , that he had 
actually preserved the pieces of card^and now produced them, 
black and ragged, from the recesses of his trunk. 

"Mr. Cregan*' — such was the respectful title by whichl 
was now always addressed — "Mr. Cregan can teil iis/* 
said he, "if this is not the custom at great balls in 
London." 

"It used to be so, formerly," saidl, with an air of most 
consummate coolness, as I sat in an arm-chair, regaling my- 
seif with a cigar ; " the practice you allude to, Smush, did pre- 
vailladmit. But our fashionable laws change; one dayitis 
all ultra -refinement and Sybarite luxury, — the next, they 
affect a degree of mock simplicity in their manners: any- 
thing for novelty! Now, for instance, eating fish with the 
fingers — " 

"Do they, indeed, gosofar?" 

"Do they! ay, and fifty things worse. At a race- 
dinner the same silver cup goes round the table, drunk 
out of by every one, — I have seen stränge things in my 
time." 

" That you must, Mr. Cregan." 

"Latterly," saidl, warmingwithmy subject, and-seeing 
my auditory ready to belle ve anything, " they began the same 
System with the soup , and always passed the tureen round, 
each tasting it as it went. This was an Innovation of the Duke 
of Struttenham's, but I don*t fancy it will last." 

"And how do they manage about the hats, Mr. Cregan?" 

"The last thing, in that way, was what I saw at Lord 
Mudbrooke's, atßichmond, where, not to hamper the guests 
with these foolish bits of card, which they were always losing, 
the servant in waiting chalked a number on the hat or coat, or 
whatever it might be, and then marked the same on the gen- 
i/einan'sback!" 
Had it notheen for the imposVag ^ta:Tv\^ Q»im^ T^asKosit^ 
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theabsordity of this Suggestion had been at once apparent; 
but I spoke like an oracle, and I impressed my words with the 
simple gravity of a common-place truth. 

" If you wish to do the very newest thing, Smush, that's the 
latest ; quite a fresh touch : and, I'U venture to say, perfectly 
unknown here. It saves a world of trouble to all parties ; and 
as you brush it off before they leave, it is always another claim 
for the parting douceur ! " 

"I'll do it," said Smush, eagerly; "they cannot be 
angry — ** 

" Angry ! angry at what is done with the very first people 
in London!" said I, affecting horror at the bare thought. 
The train wasnow laid; I had only to wait for its explosion. 
At first, I did this with eager impatience for the result; then, 
as the time drew near, with somewhat of anxiety ; and, at last, 
with downright fear of the consequences. Yet to revoke the 
Order, to confess that I was only hoaxing on so solemn a sub- 
jeet, would have been the downfall of my ascendency for ever. 
What was to be done ? 

I could imagine but one escape from the difficulty ; which 
was to provide myself with a clothes-brush, and as my Station 
was at the drawing-room doot, to erase the numeraJs before 
their wearers entered. In this way I should escape the for- 
feiture of my credit, and the risk of maintaining it. 

I would willingly recall some of the stränge incidents of 
that great occasion, but my mind can only dweU upon one ; as, 
brush in band, I asked permission to remove some accidental 
dust, — a leave most graciously accorded, and ascribed to my 
town-bred habits of attention. At last — it was nigh mid- 
night, and for above an hour the Company had received no ac- . 
cessiontoitsranks; quadrilles had succeeded quadrilles, and 
the business of the scene went swimmingly on, — all the time- 
honoured events of similar assemblages happening with that 
rigid regularity which, if evening parties were managed by 
steam, and regulated by a fly-wheel, could tköt.Yt'^^^^^'^^^^^ 
more ordinaij routine. "Heads oi ^xoxjä^ä^"* ^>ösx\i^^^«''^^'\^ 
Jed out BÜnpering young boardixie-ac^\ioo\ iqmä^ ^ ^sä. ^assi» 
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with a noble show of agility, to rcfate any latent snsiHcionof 
Coming age. There were thc usual numbcr of very old people, 
who Yowed the dancing was only a shuffling walk, not the 
merry movement they had practised half a Century ago; and 
there were lack-a-daisical younggentlemen, with waistcoats 
variegated as a hearth-rug, and magnificent breast-pinB — 
like mmiature pokers — who lounged and lolled about, bb 
though youth were the most embarrassing and wearying in- 
fliction mortality was heir to. 

There were, besides, allthevarietiesof the class, yoong 
lady — as seen in every land where muslin is sold and white 
shoes are manufactured. There was the slight yoan^ Iftdy, 
who floated about with her gauzy dress daintily pinched in 
two ; then there was the short and dumpling young lady, who 
daneed with a duck in her galt; and there were a large Pro- 
portion of the flouncing, flaunting kind , who took the figores 
of the quadrille by storm , and went at the '^ right and lefk " as 
if they were escaping from a fire: and there was Mrs. Davis 
herseif, in a spangled toque and red shoes, pottering abont 
from place to place , with a terrible eagemess to be agreeable 
and fashionable at the same time. 

It was, I have said, nigh midnight, as I stood at the half- 
open door, watching the animated and amusing scene within, 
when Mrs. Davis , catching sight of me , and doubtless fbr the 
purpose of displaying my specious livery, ordered me to open 
a window, or close a shutter, or something of like importance. 
I had scarcely performed the service, when a kindof half titter 
through the room made me look round , and , to my unspeak- 
able horror , I beheld in the centre of the room, Town-Major 
McCan, the most passionate little man in Quebec, making his 
obeisances to Mrs. Davis, while a circle around were, with 
handkerchicfs to their months , stifling as they best coüld , a 
burst of laughter; since exactly between his Shoulders, in 
marks of about four inches long, stood the nximerals 
^^158," a great flourish underneath proclaiming that the 
roll had probahly concluded , and \Viat >i>Q^ ^«a ^k<& << Uat 
man, " 



! 
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Of the Msgor, tradition had already consecrated one ex- 
ploit; he had once kicked an impertinent tradesman down the 
great flight of iron stairs which leads from the Upper Town to 
Diamond Harbour, — a feat, to appreciate which, it is neces- 
sary to bear in mind that the stair in question is aUnost per- 
pendicular, and contains six hundred and forty-eight steps! 
My very back ached by anticipation as I thought of it ; and as 
I retreated towards the door, it was in a kind of shuffle^feeling 
like one who had been well thrashed. 

"A large party, Mrs. D.; a very brilliant and crowded 
assembly," said the Major, pulling out his bushy whiskers, and 
looking importantly around. "Now what number have you 
here?" 

**I cannot even guess, Major; but we have had very few 
apologies. Gould you approximate to our numbers this 
evening, Mr. Cox?" saidshe, addressing a spitefiil-looking 
old man, who sat eyeing the Company through an opera- 
glass. 

"I have counted one hundred and thirty-four, madam; but 
the major makes them more numerous still! " 

"How do you mean, Cox?" said he, getting fiery-red. 

"If you'U look in that glass yonder , which is opposite the 
mirror, you'll soon see!" wheezed out the old man, mali- 
ciously. I did not wait for more ; with one spring I descended 
the first flight; another brought me to the hall; but notbe- 
fore a terrible shout of laughter apprised me that all was dis- 
covered. I had just time to open the clock-case, and step into 
it, as Major McCan came thundering down stairs, with his 
coat on his arm. 

A shrill yell from Sambo, now told me that one culprit at 
least was " up " for punishment. " Teil the truth, you d — d 
piece of carved ebopy ! who did this ? " 

' ^ Not me, Massa Knot me, Massa ! Smush did him ? " 

Smush was at this instant emerging from the back parlour 
with a tray of coloured fluids for th^ d<a.\i<s^^T%. ^^'^Äö. ^-^^ 
yigorous kick the major scnt tlie ^\io\ft ^Y^^^N «x^^^'^'^*^^^^ 
terrißed aervitor knew what the aaaaxiW. ^OTXjSiA^^n ^^ct^^^ 
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grasp caught him by the throat, and ran him up bang! againBt 
the clock-case. Oh, what a terrible moment was that for me! 
I heard the veiy gurgling ratüe in his throat, like choking, 
and feit as if when he ceased to breathe that I should expire 
with him. 

"You confess it! you own it, then! 70a infernal rascal!" 
, Said the major, almost hoarse with rage. 

" Oh, forgive me, sir! oh, forgive me! It was Mr. Cregan, 
sir, the butler, who told me! Oh dear, Tm — " what, he 
couldn't finish; for the major, in relinquishing his grasp, 
flung him backwards, and he feil against the stairs. 

"So it was Mr. — Cregan, — the — butler, — was it?" 
said the major, with an emphasis on eaeh word , as though he 
had bitten the syllables. " Well! as sure as my name is Tony 
McCan, Mr. Cregan shall pay for this! Tum abont is fair 
play ; you have marked wie, and may I be drummer to the 
Cape Fencibles if I don*t mark you /" and with this denuncia- 
tion , uttered in a tone , every accent of which vouched for 
truth, he took a hat — the first next to him — and issued from 
the house. 

Shivering with terror — and not without cause — I waited 
tili Smush had, with Sambo's aid, carried down stairs the 
brokenfragments; and then, the coast being clear, Istepped 
from my hiding-place , and opening the hall-door, fled; ay, 
ran as fast as my legs could carry me. I crossed the grass 
terrace in front of the barrack, not heeding the hoarse "who 
goes there" of the sentry; and then, dashing along the bat- 
tery-wall, hastened down the stairs that lead in successive 
flights to the filthy "Lower Town;" in whose dingy re- 
cesses I well knew that crime or shame could soon find a 
sanctaary. 
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CHAPTEß XV. 

An Emlgrant's first step '* On Shore." 

Ip I say that the Lower Town of Quebec is the St. Giles's 
of the metropolis, I convey but a very faint notion indeed of • 
that terrible locality. I have seen life in some of its least at< 
tractive situations. I am not ignorant of the Liberties of 
Dublin and the Claddagh of Galway ; I have passed more time 
than I care to mention in the Isle St. Louis of Paris ; while the 
Leopoldstadt of Vienna, and the Ghetto of ßome, are 
tolerably familiär to me; but still, for wickedness in its 
most unwashed state, I give palm to the Lower Town of 
Quebec. 

The Population, originally French, became gradually in- 
termixed with emigrants, most of whom came firom Ireland, 
and who, having expended the little means they could scrape 
together for the voyage , firmly believing that once landed in 
America, gold was a "chimera" not worth troubling one's 
head about, — they were unable to go farther, and either be- 
came labourers in the city, or as the market grew speedily 
overstocked, sunk down into a state ofpauperism, the very 
counterpart of that they had left on the other side of the 
ocean. Their turbulence, their drunkenness, the reckless 
violence of all their habits, at first shocked, and then terrified 
the poor timid Canadians — of all people the most submissive 
and yielding — so that very soon feeling how impossible it 
was to maintain co-partnery with such associates,they left the 
neighbourhood, and abandoned the field to the new race. In- 
termarriages had, however, taken place to a great extent; 
fromwhich, andthfedailyintercourse with the natives, aspe- 
cies of language came to be spoken which was currently called 
French ; but which might, certainly with equal propriet^^ Vs^ 
called Cherokee. Of course tbis ne^r toü^^ ts^ö^^^^*^^*^ 
with the exigencies of those wlio Bpokfi\\i\ «sA^ä^^^^^^ss^ä^ 
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It '■>««=*» fir 3ii:r* tiäc. -i-ic. Frsii 

V-^'-Vg uaijra ''i^&TTttrisi llk-^ * iiftkct adapifd to its own 
vmtft. y^yg ü iL^siiicLT' =.>:pr ec-ttiacrre to tke propagmtioi 
of T:>*t tLaa ä gec.enklly Iftllt^r^i : h ü die "pmper cnipency" 
of :T^':'ifrr. ftnd eftcL =::^l. i««^€9 as mach as he likes. Ir I 
w%£^eii AQ «rridfnee odfthfj £>et I dic«Id -call np*" Üie place I 
am ip^jJdng o£. where die reij jargoa at OQce defied ciyilixa- 
tloTk. and ignored die ''scbc-olmaster." The aadiorities, 
eidker regardiiig the task aa too hopeless. ortoo dangeioiiB, or 
too troablesome. seemed to sliir orer the existence of this in- 
famoiia localitr. It is not impossible that thej saw with some 
•atisfaction that wickedness had selected its onlj peeuliar 
and appropriate territoiy, and that they had left dus 
den of vice, as Yankee farmere are accnstomed io leave 
a spot of tall grass to attract the snakes, bj way of 
preventing them scattering and spreading over a larger 
surfacc. 

A» eaeh emigrant-sbip arrived, hoste of these idlers of the 
Lower Town beset the newlj-landed strangers, and by their 
voicc and accent imposed upon the poor Wanderers. The very 
tones of the old country were a magic the new comers could 
not wlthstand, after weeks of voyaging that seemed like years 
of travel. Whatever reminded them of the country they had 
(|uittcd, ay, — stränge inconsistency of the human heart — of 
tho land they had left for very hopelessness , toucbed their 
hoarts , and moved them to the very tenderest emotions. To 
trade on thio suscoptibility became a recognised livelihood; so 
that tho quays woro crowded with idle vagabonds, who sought 
out tlio proy with as much skill as a Westend waiter displays 
in (Intocting tho rank of a new amval. 

ThiMÜlthy locality, too, contained all the lodging-houses 
n^Nortod to by tho omigrants , who were easily persuaded to 
follow thoir **countr}'man" whcrever ho might lead. Here 
\von> »poiit UiQ days — somctimcSf unhappily, the weeks — 
\w(i>vi> ihoy could fix upou tho part of the country to which 
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wasted in excess and debauchery the little hoards that had 
cost years to accumulate , tili further progress became impoe- 
Bible ; and the stranger who landed but a few weeks back, fall 
of strong hope, sunk down into the degraded condition of 
those who had been his min, the old story — the dupe become 
blackleg. 

It were well ifdeceit and falsehood, — if heartlesstreachery 
and calcolating baseness, were all that went forward here. 
But not so ; crimes of every character were rife also , and not 
an inhabitant of the city, with money or character, would 
have, for any consideration, put foot within this district after 
nightfall. The very cries that broke upon the stillness of the 
night were often heard in the Upper Town : and whenever a 
Bhriekof agony arose, or the heartrending cry for help, pru- 
dent Citizens would close the window and say, "It is some of 
the Irish in the Lower Town ," — a comprehensive statement 
that needed no commentary. 

Towards this pleasant locality I now hastened, with a kind 
of instinctive sense that I had some Claims on the sanctuary. 
It chanced that an emigrant-ship which had arrived that 
evening was just disembarking its passengers ; mingling with 
the throng of which , I entered the filthy and narrow lanes of 
this Alsatia. The new arrivals were all Irish , and as usual 
were heralded by parties of the resident population , eagerly 
canvassing them for this or that lodgiug-house. Had not roy 
own troubles been enough for me, I should have feit interested 
in the stränge contrast between the simple peasant first step- 
ping on a foreign shpre , and the shrewd roguery of him who 
proposed guidance, and who doubtless had himself once been 
as unsuspecting and artless as those he now cajoled and 
endeavoured to dupe. 

I soon sawthat single^individuals were accounted of little 
consequence; the claim of the various lodging-houses was as 
family hoteis, perhaps; so that I mixed myself up with a 
group of some eight or ten , whose Yoices sounded pleaaaotbj ., 
for, in the dark, I had no othex md\(ia\\oii\öws.^i^^'^^.^^^^- 
fercDce, 
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I was Dot long in establishing a footing, so far as talking 
went , with one of this party — an old , very old man , whose 
greatest anxietj was to know, first , if " there was any Ingins 
where we were going?" and secondly if I had ever heard of 
his grandson, Dan Cullinane? The first doubt I solved for him 
frankly and freely, that an Indian wouldn*t dare to show his 
nose where we were Walking; and as to the second, I hesi- 
tated , promising to refer to "my tablets" when I came to the 
light, for I thought the name was familiär to me. 

"He was a shoemaker by trade," said the old man, " and a 
better never left Ireland; he was *prentice to ould Finucane in 
Ennis, and might have done well, if he hadn't the tum for 
Americay." 

"But he*ll do better here, rely upon it," said I, invitmg 
some further disclosures; "I'm certain he's not disappointed 
with having come out." 

"No, indeed; glory be to God! he's doing finely; and 
*twas that persuaded my son Joe to seil the little place and 
come here — and a wonderful long way it is ! " 

After expending a few generalities on sea voyages in 
general, with a cursory glance at naval architectiu*e, from 
Noah*s " Square" stem, down to the modern "round" Innova- 
tion, we again retumed to Dan, for whom I already conceived 
a streng interest. 

"And is it far to New Orleans from this?" said the old 
man, who, I perceive, was Struck by the air of sagacity in my 
discourse. 

"New Orleans ! why that*s in the States, a thousand miles 
away ! " 

"Oh! murther, murther!" criedtheold fellow, wringing 
his hands ; " and ain't we in the States? " 

"No,"saidI; " this is Canada." 

"Joe! Joe!" cried he, puUing his son by the coUar, "listen 
to this, acushla. Oh, murther, murther! we're kilt and 
destroy ed intirely ! " 

^^Wbat 18 itj father?" said a tail, powerfully built man', 
who Bpoke in a low but resolute -voieex '''' -wYi^ä. «Äa^wiT^ 
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** Teil him, darlint — teil him ! " said the old man, not able 
:o utter his griefs. 

"It seems," said I, "that you believed yourselves in the 
States ; now this is not so. This is British America — Lower 
ZJanada/* 

* * Isn't it * Quaybec ? ' " said he, standing füll in front of me. 

" It is Quebec ; but still that is Canada." 

"And it*s ten thousand miles from Dan!" said the old 
fellow, whose cries were almost suffocating him. 

" Whisht , father , and let me talk," said the son ; " do you 
know New Orleans ? " 

"Perfectly — every street of it," said I, with an eflfrontery 
the darkness aided considerably. 

"And how far is't from here? " 

" Something like thirteen or fourteen hundred miles, at a 
rough guess." 

" Oh , th' etemal villain ! if I had him by the neck ! " cried 
Joe, as he Struck the ground a blow with his blackthom which 
eertainly would not have improved the human face divine ; 
"he towld me they were a few miles asunder — an easy day's 
jfalk!" 

"Whosaidso?" askedl. 

" The chap on Eden Quay, in Dublin, where we took our 
passage." 

"Don't be down-hearted , anyway," said I; "distance is 
aothing here; we think no more of a hundred miles than you 
io in Ireland of a walk before breakfast. If it's any comfort 
bo you, I'm going the same way myself." This very consola- 
tory assurance , which I leamed then for the first time also, 
üd not appear to give the füll confidence I expected , for Joe 
made no answer, but, with head dropped and clasped hands, 
c^ontinued to mutter some words in Irish, that, so far as sound 
went, had not the "clink" ofblessings. 

* " He knowaDan, "said the old man. to\ÄA iiQii^YCL^^^'^^'^'^% 
vMch, low 08 it wsiSj my quick eara d,eV,ee\.^^, 
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•• Wls: d->« bt kr.o'«' &l>:'ir him?- exclaimed the «m, 
s4T4^.^1v: ::r :hr =:►■=■.-: ry o: cr.e deception was too stnmg 

•■I küe""" ü very simrt young man — a veiy promisiiig 
voTu-^ feil--..'«' ind-?ei. at Nrw Orlean?." said I. ''of the name 
voa fr-rik cf — Dan Cullinane. 

" What part of Irc-land Jid he come from? " asked Joe. 

-* TLe iLan I mean was from Cläre. &<:>mewhere in the neigh- 
bourhovd oi Eiuiis." 

•• Th.it's it '. *■ said the old man. 

'* AMiisht : " said the son . whose cantion was not so easily 
satiäfied: and tuming to me. added. "What was he hj 
trade?" 

'* He was a shoemaker. and an excellent one; indeed, TiB 
no hesitation in saying. one of the best in New Orleans." 

• • What was the street he lived in ? '* 

llere was a puzzler ! for , as my reader knows , I was at the 
end of my information , and had not the slightest knowledge 
of New Orleans or its localities. The little scrap of newspaper 
I had picked up on Anticosti , was the only thing having any 
refercnce to that city I ever possessed in my life. But, tnie to 
my theory, to let nothing go toloss, I remembered Üiis now, 
and with an easy confidence said, "I cannot reoall the street, 
but it is just as you turn out of the street where the Picayunt 
ncwspaper-office Stands.*' 

**Kight! — all right, by the father of Moses I" cried Joe, 
strctching out a brawny band , and shaking mine with the 
cordiality of friendship. Then stepping forward to wherc 
the rest of tho party were Walking with two most loqnacions 
guides, he said, "Molly! here's a boy knows Dan! Biddy! 
come here, and hear about Dan! " 

Two young girls, in long cloth cloaks, tumed hastily 
round, anddrownear, as they exclaimed in a breath , "Oh, 
toll US about Dan, sir!" 

<< 'l'is botthcr wait tili weVe in a house ," said the old man, 
who wuHj howcvcr greedy fot ivcw^ , not «t Ivttla desirons oF a 
//rtf nnd aomcihing to oat. ^'^vxxe ^ovjlW <ioiÄ^ ^Vöa.\Ä.^ «sä. 
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ike yer^hare of what's going," said he to me; an invitation 
rhich, ere I could reply to, was reiterated by the whole party. 

"Do you know where we're going here? " asked Joe of me, 
8 we continued our way through mazes of gloomy lanes that 
;rew gradaally less and less frequented. 

** No,** said I , in a whisper , " but 'tis best be on our guard 
lere — we are in a bad neighbourhood." 

" We'll, there's three boys there," said he, pointing to bis 
lons, who walked in front, "that will pay for all they get. 
Wm you ax the fellows how far weVe to go yet, for they don*t 
mind me." 

"Arewenear this same lodging-house?" said I, bluntly, 
to the guides , and using French , to show that I was no un- 
fledged arrival from beyond the seas. 

** Ahi ! " cried one, " a gaillard from the battery." 

"Where from, k la gueule de loup, young mounsier?" said 
the other, familiarly catching me by the lapel of my coat. 

"Because I am not afraid of his teeth," said I, with an easy 
effirontery my heart gave a flat lie to. 

*' Vrai?" said he, with a laugh of horrible meaning. 

" Vrai!** repeated I, with a sinking courage, but a very 
bold voice. 

" I wish we were in better Company," whispered I to Joe ; 
''what directions did you give these fellows?" 

"To show US the best lodging-house for the night, and 
bhat we*d pay well for it." 

"Ah ! " thought I, " that explains something." 

"Here we are, mounseers," said one, as, stopping at the 
ioor of a two-storied house, he knocked with his khuckles on 
the panel. 

"Nous fiUons, slick, en suite, here," said the other, holding 
)ut his band. 

"They are going!" whispered I; "they want to be paid, 
md we are well rid of them." 

"It would be manners to wait and see if they'll l«t \ä V»^" 
taid Joe, who did not fancy this sunmi%ry ^«e^^xHxÄ^^ -sffts^^V^ 
umbledin bis packet for a suitable com. 
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" Vite ! — quick ! — sharp time ! " cried one of the fellows, 
who, as the sound of voices was heard from within, seemed 
impatient to be off; and so , snatching rather than taking the 
Shilling which still lingered in Joe's reluctant fingers, he 
wheeled about and fled, followed rapidly by the other. 

"Qui va!" cried a sharp voice from within, asi knocked 
for the second time on the door-panel with a stone. 

"Friends," said I; "we want a lodging and something 
to eat." 

The door was at once opened, and, by the light of a 
lantern, we saw the figure of an old woman, whose eyes, 
bleared and bloodshot , glared at us fixedly. 

"'Tis a lodgen' yez want?" said she, in an accent that 
showed her to be Irish. * * And who brought yez here ? " 

" Two young fellows we met on the quay," said Joe ; " one 
called the other * Tony.' " 

"Ay, indeed!" muttered the hag; "I was sure of it; hia 
own son ! his own son! " 

These words she repeated in a tone of profound sorrow, 
and for a time seemed quite unmindfiil of our presence. 

"Are we to get in at all?" said the old man, in an accent 
of impatience. 

" What a hurry yer' in; and maybe 'tis wishing yerself out 
againye'dbe, after ye wor in ! " 

"Ithink we'd better try somewhere eise," whispered Joe 
to me; "I don't like the look of this place." Before I could 
reply to this , a loud yell burst forth from the end of the street, 
accompanied by the tramp of many people , who seemed to 
move in a kind of regulated step. 

* * Here they are ! Here they come ! " cried the old woman ; 
" Step in quick , or ye'll be too late ! " and she dragged the 
young girls forward by thecloak, into the hall; we followed 
without further question. Then placing the lantern on the 
floor, she drew a heavy chain across the door, and dropped 
her cloak over the light, saying in a low tremulous Toiee, 
'' Them 'ßtbe' Tapageers V" 
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The crowd now came closer, and we perceived that they 
were singing in chorus a song, of which the air at least was 
Irish. 

The barbarous rhyme of one rüde verse , as they sung it in 
passing , still lingers in my memory : 

** No bloody aglnt here we see 

Ready to rack , distrain , and saze ns , 
Whate'er we ax, we have it free, 
And take at band , whatever plaze na. 
Tow, row, row, 
Will yez ahow we now , 
The polis that^ll dare to face usl" 

" There they go ! 'tis well ye wor safe ! " said the old hag, 
as the soonds (Üed away, and all became silent in the street, 
without. 

"Who, or what are they?" said I; my curiosity being 
Btimulated by fear. 

" Them's the * Tapageers ! ' The chaps that never spared 
man or woman in their rounds. 'Tis bad enough, the place 
is ; but they make it far worse ! " 

" Can we stop here for the night?" said Joe , growing im- 
patient at the coUoquy. 

"And what for, wud ye stop here?" asked the crone, as 
)he held up the lantem the better to see him wh'o made the 
iemand. 

" We want our supper, and a place to sleep ," said the old 
uan ; " and we*re able and willin' to pay for both." 

***Tis a nice place, ye kern, for eitherl" said she; and 
\he leaned back against the wall, and laaghed with afiend- 
ikemalice, that made my blood chill. 

**ThenI suppose we must go somewhere eise," said Joe; 
* come boys , *tis no use losing our time here 1 " 

** God speed you ! " said she , preparing to undo the chain 
hat fastened the doör. " Ye have bould hearts , any way ! 
?here they go! d'ye hear them?" this was said in a haÜ- 
rhisper, as the wild yells of the " Tapageeta"" «t^i^^ ^?n5öööN5^\ 
adaoon afier, the noiae and tumult oi ai«e?3(S&.^\ ^\«a&\.^^ 
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could hear the crashing of stlcks , aud the shouting of a fray ; 
from which , too , piercing cries for help burst forth. 

"What are ye doin'V are ye mad? are ye out of your 
sinses ? " cried the hag , as Joe endeavoured to wrest open the 
chain — the secret of which he did not understand. 

"They're murdering some one without there!" said he. 
**Let me free, or 111 kick down your old door, this minute!" 

"Kick away, honey!" said the hag; "as strong men as 
yourselftried that a'ready; and d'ye hear, it*s done nowl it's 
overV^ These terrible words were in allusion to a low kind of 
sobbing sound, which grew fainter and fainter, and then 
ceased altogether. 

"They're taking the body away," whispered she, after a 
pause of death-like stillness. 

"Whereto?" saidl, half breathless with terror. 

"To the river! the stream runs fast, and the corpse wiU 
be down below Goose Island, ay, in the Gulf, 'fore morn- 
mg! 

The two young girls , unable longer to control their feel- 
ings , here burst out a crying ; and the old man , pulling out 
a rosary, tumed to the wall , and began bis prayers. 

" *Tis a bloody place ; glory be to God ! " said Joe, at last, 
with a sigh , and clasped bis hands before bim , like one un- 
able to decide on what course to follow. 

I saw, now, that all were so paralysed by fear, that it 
devolved upon me to act for the rest ; so , summoning my best 
courage, I said, " Will you allow us to stay here for tiie night? 
since we are strangers , and do not know where to seek shel- 
ter." She shook her head, not so much with the air of re- 
fusing my request, as to convey that I had asked for some- 
thing scarce worth the granting. 

" We only want a shelter for the night — " 

"And a bit to eat," broke in the old man, turning round 
from bis prayers. " Sanctificatur in sec*la — if it was only a- 
hit of ibeJJy bacon , and — Tower of Ivory, purteet us — with 
apot ofpr&tieBf and — Matttie^, MaatV , \i^^ ^ «sA^^äßSk.—' 
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**Is he a friar?'* said the hag to me, eagerly; "does he 
\>eloiig to an *ordher?*" 

* * No ," said I ; " he's only a good Catholic", 

She wrang her hands , as if in disappointment; and then, 
taking np the lantem once more, said, ^^Come aiong! l'll 
show jez where ye can stay." 

We followed, I leading the others, up a narrow and rickety 
Btair, betweentwowalls, Streaming with damp, and patched 
with mould. When she reached the landing, she searched for 
a moment for a key, which having fonnd , she opened the door 
of a long low room, whose only fumiture was a deal table and 
a few chairs ; a candle stuck in a bottle , and some drinking- 
yessels of tin, were on the table, and a piece of newspaper 
containing some tobacco. 

"There," said she, lighting the candle; "you may stay 
here ; *tis all I'm able to do for yez , is to give ye shelter." 

"And nothing to eat?" ejaculated the old man, sorrow- 
foUy. 

" Hav*n*t you a few potatoes? " said Joe. 

"I didn't taste food since yesterday moming," said the 
hag; "and that's what's to keep life in me to-morrow ! " and 
as she spoke , she held out a fragment of blackened sea-bis- 
cuit , such as ßussian sailors call " rusk." 

"Well, by coorse, there's no use in talking," said Joe; 
who always seemed the first to see his way clearly. "'Tis 
worse for the girls , for we can take a draw of the pipe. Lucky 
for US we have it ! " 

Meanwhile, the two girls had takenofftheircloaks, and 
were busy gathering some loose sticks together, to make a 
fire ; a piece of practical wisdom I at once lent all aid to. 

The hag, apparently moved by the ready compliance to 
make the best of matters , went out , and retumed with some 
more wood, fragments of ship-timber, which she oflPered us, 
f aying , " *Tis all I can give yez. Good-night to yez all ! " 

"Well, father," said Joe, as soon as he had U^h.tei^\sÄ 
pipe^ and taken a seat hy the fire, "ye -wot Wt^^^x^ws.^<ä 
tbe 8bip, bnt I tbink ye wish y erself back a^^m ^ct^ -» "clq.^ * 

^ff Cottfessions of Con Cregan, U A.\: 
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^'I wish more nor that,'' said the old man, qaemlously; 
** I wiah I never seen the same ship ; nor erer left onld Ire- 
land!" 

This sentiment threw a gloom over the whole party, hy 
awakcning not only memories of home and that far away 
land , but also bj the confession of a sense of disappointment, 
which each was only able to struggle against, while unavowed. 
The sorrow made them silent, and at last sleepy. At first, the 
three "boys," greatfellows of sixfeethigh, stretched them- 
selves fiill-length on the floor, and snored away in concert; 
thon the two girls, one with her head on the other's lap, feil 
oflF; while the old man , sitting directly in front of the fire, 
nodded backwards and forwards , waking up , eveiy haIf<hour 
or so , to light his pipe ; which done , he immediately feil off 
into a doze once more ; leaving Joe and myself alone , waking 
and watchM. 



I 
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CHAPTEß XVI 

A Night in the "Lower Town." 

Joe's eyes were bent upon me , as I sat directly opposite 
him , with a fixedpess that I could easily see was occasioned 
by my showy costume; his glances ranged from my buckled 
shoes to my white cravat, adomed with a splendid brooch of 
mock amethyst; uay, I almost fancied once that he was 
counting the silver clocks on my silk stockings ! It was a look 
of most undisguised astonishment, — such a look as one 
bcstows upon some new and singular animal, of whose habits 
and instincts we are lost in conjecture. 

Now, 1 was " York , too ," — that is to say, I was Irish as 

well as himself ; and I well knew that there was no rank nor 

condition of man for which the peasant in Ireland conceives 

the same low estimate as the "Livery Servant." The class is j 

Hssociated in his mind with ehicasieTy ^ w^\idföiic,e ^ falsehood, j 

the/lt, aud a score of similai goodpTO^ciÄ^Äx iiq\.\a ^^^^^difi& ' 
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being occasionally in great families , a native of England , the 
Saxon dement is united to the other " bitters " of the potion. 

Scarcely a "tenant" could be found that would not rather 
face a mastiff than a footman, — such is the proverbial dislike 
to these human lilies J who neither toil nor spin. Now, I have 
Said I knew this well : I had been reared in the knowledge and 
practice of this and many similar antipathies , so that I , at 
once , took counsel with myself what I should do to escape 
from the reproach of a mark so indelibly stamped upon me by 
extemals. "La famille CuUinane" suited me admirably, — 
they were precisely the kind of people / wanted ; my care, 
therefore , was that they should reciprocate the want , and be 
utterly helpless without me. Thus reflecting , I could not help 
saying to myself, how gladly would I have parted with aU 
these gauds for a homely, ay, or even a ragged suit of native 
firieze. I remembered the cock on the dunghill, who would 
have given his diamond for one Single grain of com: and I feit 
that ^^j^sop" was a grand political economist. 

From these and similar mental meanderings I was brought 
back by Joe; who, after emptying the ashes from his pipe, 
said, and, with a peculiarly dry voice, " Ye'r in a service, 
young man?" 

Now, although the words are few, and the Speaker did 
not intend that his manner should have given them any parti- 
colar significance; yet the tone, thecautiousslownessofthe 
enunciation — coupled with the stem steady stare at my 
"bravery," made them tingle on my ears , and send the blood 
rushing to my cheeks with shame. It was like a sharp prick of 
the spur ; and so it tumed out. 

"In a Service!" said I, with a look of oflPended dignity. 
"No, I flatter myself not that low yet. What could have 
made you suppose so? Oh, I see!" — here I burst out into 
a very well-assumed laugh; "that is excellent, to be sure! 
ha, ha, ha! so it was these," — and I stretched forth my 
embroidered shins — "it was these deceived you! and a ver^j 
natural mistake, too. No, my woitYiy feveiiÖL^ \iQ\.\svi5^ ^ '>s^- ^ 
d^ed, I migbt envy many, in that aaxxi^ \gös^^ "^^iÄss«^^^ 
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I eaid tliis with a sudden change of Yoice, as thoagh overcast 
by some sad recollection. 

"'Twas indeed your dress," said Joe, with a modest de- 
ference in bis manner, meant to be a fall apology for bis late 
blunder. * * Maybe 'tis tbe fasbion bere . " 

*'No, Cullinane/' said I, using a freedom wbicb sbould 
opentbeway to our relative fiiture standing; "no, not even 
that;" bere I beaved a beavy sigb, and became silent. My 
companion, abasbed by bis mistake, said notbing; and so 
we sat , witbout intercbanging a word for füll ßye minutes. 

"I bave bad a stniggle witb myself , Cullinane ," said I, at 
last; "and I bave conquered. Ay, I bave gained tbe day in 
a bard-fougbt battle against my sense of sbame. I will be 
frank witb you , tberefore. In tbis dress I app^ared to-night 
on tbe boards of tbe Quebec tbeatre." 

" A play actor ! " exclaimed Joe , witb a face very far from 
expressing any bigb sense of tbe bistrionic art. 

"Not exactly," said I, "only a would-be one. I am a 
gentleman by birtb , family, andfortune; but taking into my 
head in a foolisb bour, that I sbould like tbe excitement of 
an actor's life , I fled from bome , quitted friends , relatives, 
affluence, and ease, to foUow a stroUing Company. At 
anotber time I may relate to you all tbe disguises I assumed 
to escape detection. Immense sums were oflfered for my 
apprebension — wby do I say were — ay, Cullinane, are 
offered. I will not deceive you. It is in your power tbis 
instant, by surrendering me to my family, to eam five tboa- 
sanddollars!" 

" Do y e tbink I'd be " 

"No, I do not. In proof of my confidence in yoü, hear 
my story. We travelled tbrougb tbe States at first by un- 
frequented routes tili we reacbed tbe nortb , wben gaining 
'courage , I ventured to take a bigb ränge of cbaracters , and, 
I will own it, witb success. At last we came to Canada, in 
wbicb country , altbough tbe reward bad not been announced, 
mjr father bad acquainted all tbe principal people witb my 
&'gbt, entreating tbem to do tYieVt \xtnio»\.\.o ^VÄ^vxaAfexcÄk^wssL 
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a career so far below my rank and fiiture prospects. Among 
others, he wrote to an old friend and schoolfellow , the 
Gk)vemor-Greneral, requesting his aid in this affair. I was 
always able, from other sources, to leam every step that 
was taken with this object; so that I not only knew this, 
but actually possessed a copy of my father*s letter to Lord 
Poynder, wherein this passage occurred — * Above all things, 
I my dear Poynder, nopublicity! no exposure! rememberthe 
Position Cornelius will one day hold, and let him not be 
ashamed when he may meet you in after-life. If the silly boy 
can be induced , by his own sense of dignity , to abandon this 
unworthypursuit, so much the better; butcoercionwould, I 
fear, givefainthopeof eradicatingtheevil.* Now, aslper- 
ceived that no actual force was to be employed against me, I 
did not hesitate to appear in the part for which the bills an- 
noonced me. Have you ever read Shakspere ? " 
"No, sir," Said Joe, respectfuUy. 
" Well , no matter. I was to appear as * Hamlet * — this is 
ihe dress ofthat character — little suspecting, indeed, how 
the applause I was accustomed to receive was to be changed. 
To be brief. In the very centre of the dress- circle was the 
Grovemor himself ; he came with his whole staff , but without 
any previous intimation. No sooner had I made my entrance 
on the seene — scarcely had I begun that magnificent soli- 
loquy , *Show me the thief that stole my fame,' — when his 
Excellency commeneed hissing! Now, when the Govemor- 
General hisses , all the staff hiss ; then the President of the 
Council and all his colleagues hiss; then comes the bishop 
and the inferior clergy, with the judges and the Attomey- 
General, and so on: then all the loyal population of the house 
joined in, with the exception of ä few in the galleries, that 
hated the British connexion, and who cried out, * Three cheers 
for Con Cregan and the independence of Canada!' In this 
way went on the first act; groans and yells and catcalls over- 
topping all I tried to say , and screams for the maxL&^^^x. \»^ 
come out issuin^ from everj part of t\ie "Viow^^. M.\'öä5v. «öf^^^^ 
be did come, Tbia for a while made mattete -^ot^^X «»<2> laass^ 
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jeaQ, ifanTODeshootsme!' Well, my grandtather 'i^ |& 
iits sowl in glorr! — vms his driver, and used w maige li 
ererrtlkiiig on the propertv for him: and considerin' wbat a 1 p 
bard thing h is , he was well liked b j the conntrj ronnd — all 
bat br one man , Maurice Caffertv bv name. I never seed 
him, for it was all Tore I was bom, but the name is in my 
mind , as if I knew him well — I used to hear it eyery night of 
m j life when I was a chDd ! 

"There was a dispute about Cafferty's houldin', and my 
grandfather was for tumin' him out, for he was a bad tenant; 
but Mr. Shinane was afeerd of him, and said, *Leave him 
quiet , Mat ,' says he ; * he's a troublesome chap , and we'll get 
rid of him in our own good time; but don't drive him to ex- 
tremities: I told him to come up to the cottage this moming: 
come with me there , and well talk to him.' Now the cottage 
was a little place about two miles off, in the woods , where the 
mastcr used to dine sometimes in summer, when they were 
chipping bark, but nobody lived there. 

"It was remarked by many that moming, as they went 
along , that my father and Mr. Shinane was in high words all 
the time, — at least so the people working in the fields 
thought, and evcn the childer that was picking bark said that 
they were talking as if they were very angry with each other. 

"This was about eleven o'clock, and at the same time 
(Jafferty , who was selling a pig in Ennistymore , said to the 
butcher, *Be quick, and teil me what you'U give, for I must go 
home and clean myself , as I'm to speak to the master to-day 
about my lease.' Well, at a little before twelve Cafferty 
came through the wood, and asked the people had they seen 
Mr. Shinane pass by , for that he towld him to meet him at the 
cottage ; and the workmen said yes , and more by token that 
h(^ was quarrelin' with Mat Cullinane. * Tm sorry for that,' 
says Cafferty , * for I wanted him to be in a good humour , and 
long lifo to him ! * The words wasn't well out, but what would 
they see but my grandfather ruimiug towards them at the top 
of hia apecdf scrccchiug out iike mad, ^The master's mur- 
dcred! the lua^ter's kilt dead\* A.'wSii^ >i5tv«Y ^^^^Vi the 
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bottage , and there upon the floor was the dead body , with an 
axe boried deep in the skull — so deep that only the thick 
pari of the iron was outside. That was the <lreadful sight ! 
and sure enough, after looking at the corpse, every eye was 
tomed on my grandfather , who was leaning on the dresser, 
pale and trembling , and his hand and knees all covered with 
blood. 'How did it happen, Mat?' said three or four to- 
gether ; but Cafferty muttered , *It's better ask nothing about 
it ; it*s not likely he' II teil us the truth ! ' 

" The same night my grandfather was arrestedonsuspicion 
and brought to Ennis, where he waslodgedingaol; andal- 
though there was no witness agin' him, nor anything more 
than I towld ye , — the high words between them , the axe 
being my grandfather's , the blood on his clothes and hands, 
and his dreadful confusion when the people came up , — all 
these went so hard against him , and particularly as the judge 
said it was good to make an example, that he was condemned; 
and so it was he was hanged on the next Saturday in front of 
thegaol!" 

"But what defence did he make? what account did he 
give of the circumstance?" 

"All he could teil was, that he was standing beside the 
master at the table, talking quietly, when he heardashout 
and a yell in the wood , and he said , * They're stealing the 
bark out there*,. they'U not leave us a hundredweight of it 
yetr and out he rushed into the copse. The shoutinggrew 
louder, and he thought it was some of the men cryin' for help, 
and so he never stopped running tili he came where they were 
at work felling trees. /What's the matter?' sayshe, to the 
men, as he came up panting and breathless; where was the 
screeching?'* 

" * We heerd nothing ,* says the men. 

"*Ye heerd nothing 1 didn't ye hear yells and shouting 
thisminute?' 

"*Sorra bit," says the men, looking strangely at each 
other, for my grandfather was agitated, atiditcevsWCö^!^^^^- 
tween anger and a kind of fear*, Just, aÄ\la«»^\^^1^^'^^^2t^^ 



A ', 



218 THE CONFESSIONS OF CON CREQAN. 

*as if there was something dreadful going to happen him!* 
*Them was terrible cries, anyway!* says my grandfather; 
and with that be tumed back to the cottage , and it was then 
that he found the master lying dead on his face , and the axe 
in his skull. He tried to lift him up , or turn him over on his 
back , and that was the way he bloodied his hands , and all 
the front of his clothes. That was all he had to say , and to 
swear before the sight of Heaven, that he didn*t do it l 

"No matter! they hanged him for it! Ay, and I haye an 
ould newspaper in my trank this minit, where there*s a great 
discoorse about the wickedness of a crayture going out of the 
World wid a lie on his last breath ! " 

"And you think he was innocent ? " said I. 

" Sure, we know it ! sure, the Priest said to my father, — 
* take courage,' says he, *your father isn't in a bad place. If 
he's in purgatory,' says he, *he's not over the broken bridge, 
where the murderers does be, but in the meadows, where the 
stream is shallow and stepping-stones in it! and every stone 
costs ten masses — sorra more ! ' God help us ! but blood is a 
dreadful thing ! " And with this reflection, uttered in a voice 
of ferventfeeling, the hardy peasant laid down his pipe ; and 
I could see, by his muttering lips , and clasped hands , that 
he was offering up a prayer for the soul's rest of his unhappy 
kinsman. 

"And what became of Cafferty?" said I, as he finished 
his devotions. 

"'Twasneverrightlyknown; for, after he gave evidence 
on the trial, the people didn't like him, and he left the place; 
some say he went to his mother's relations down in Kerry ! " 

The deep-drawn breathings of the sleepers around us ; the 
unbroken stillness of the night; the fast-expiring embers, 
which only flickered at intervals, contributed their aid to 
make the story more deeply affecting; and I sat pondering 
over it, and canvassing within my mind all the probabilities 
of the condemned man's guilt or innocence ; nor, I must own 
it, were all my convictions on the side of the naxrator's belief; 
buteren tbat very doubtheigliteiied\k^m\Ät«&\.^WÄ\^^T^^ 
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As for -Cullinane , his thoughts were evidently less with the 
incidents of the characters as they lived, than with that long 
pilgrimage of expiation , in which his Imagination pictured 
his poor relative still a wanderer beyond the grave. 

The fire now barely flickered, throwing from time to time 
little jets of light upon the sleeping £gures around us, and 
then leaving all in dark indistinctness. My companion also, 
crouching down, hid his face within his hands, and either 
slept or was lost in deep thought, and I alone of all the party 
was leffc awake, my mind dwelling on the tale I had just heard 
with a degree of interest to which the place and the hour 
strongly contributed. 

I had been for some time thus, when the sound of feet, 
moving heavily over head, attracted my attention, — they 
were like the sluggish footsteps of age, but passing to and fro 
with what seemed haste and eagemess. I could hear a voice, 
too, which even in its indistinctness I recognised as that of the 
old woman; and once or twice fancied I could detect another, 
whose accents sounded like pain and suffering. The shuffling 
footsteps still continued, and I heard the old crazy sash of the 
window open, and after an interval, shut again, while I 
distinctly could catch the old hag's voice, saying, "It's all 
dark without ; there's no use * trying ! '" a low whining sound 
foUowed; and then I heard the old woman slowly descending 
the stairs, and by the motion of her band along the wall I con- 
jectured that she had no light. 

She stopped as she came tö the door, and seemed to listen 
to the long-drawn breathing of the sleepers; and then she 
pushed open the door, and entered. With a stränge dread of 
what this might mean, I still resolved to let the event take its 
course; and, feigning deepest sleep, I lay back against the 
wall, and watched her well, 

G-uiding herseif along by the wall , she advanced slowly, 
halting every second or third step to listen, — a stränge pre- 
caution, since her own asthmatic breathing was enough to 
mask all other sounds. At last sbe n^ax^öi >i3tÄ ^^\ß.\ ^>xä. 
tben her tbin and cord-Iike fingers pa&aed ixo\si>^<^^^i^^^^'^ 
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upon my head. It was with a kind of thriU I feit them ; for I 
' perceived by the touch that she did not know on what her 
band was placed. Sbe knelt down now, close beside me, and 
stooping over, stirred the embers with her fingers, tili she dis- 
covered some faint resemblance to fire, amid the dark ashes. 
To 5righten this into flame, she blew upon it for several min- j 
Utes, and, even taking the live embers in her hands , tried in 
every way to kindle them. 

With a patience that seemed untirable, she continued at 
this for a long time; now selecting from the hearth some new 
material to work upon, and now abandoning it for another; 
tili when I had almost grown drowsy in watching this mono- 
tonous process, a thin bright light sprung up, and I saw that 
she had lighted a little piece of candle that she held in her 
band. I think even now I have her betöre me , as , crouehed 
down upon her knees, and sheltering the candle from the 
current air of the room, she took a stealthy, but searching 
glance at the figures, who in every attitude of weariness, were 
sleeping heavily around. 

It was not without a great effbrt that she regained her feet, 
— for she was very old and infirm; and now she retraeed her 
Steps cautiously as she came — stopping at intervals to listen, 
and then resuming her way as before. I watched her tili she 
passed out; and then, as I heard her first heavy footstep on 
thestair, I slipped off my shoes, and foUowed her. 

My mind throughout the whole of that night had been kept 
in a State of tension, that invAriably has the effect of magnify- 
ing the significance of every — even the very commonest oc- 
currences. It resembles that peculiar condition in certain 
maladies, when the senses become pretematurally acute ; in 
such moments the reason is never satisfied with drawing only 
from inferences for any fact before it ; it seeks for more, and 
in the effort becomes lost in the mazes of mere fancy. I will 
own, that as with stealthy step, and noiseless gesture, I 
foUowed that old hag, there was a kind of ecstasy in my terror 
whleh no mere sense of pleasure could convey. The light 
seemed to ahow ghastly shapea, a.a ^^ "^^ä^^^^ qtcl^Xä ^^»^ 
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and mouldy walls ; and her head, with its masses of long and 
straggling grey hair, nodded in shadow like some unearthly 
spectre. 

As she came nigh the top, I heard a weak and whining 
cry, something too deep for the voice of infancy, but seeming 
too faint for manhood. "Ay, ay," croaked the hag harshly, 
**rm Coming — I'm Coming!" and as she said this, she pushed 
open adoor, and entered a room , which , by the passing gleam 
of light as she went, I perceived lay next to the roof , for 
the rafters and the tiles were both visible, as there was no 
ceiling. 

I held my breath as I slowly stole along, and then reaching 
the door as it lay half ajar, I crouched down and peeped in. 



CHAPTEß XVIL 

A "Scene," and "My Lucabrations on the St. Lawrence." 

Whbn the light of the candle which the old woman carried 
had Bomewhat dissipated the darkness, I could see the whole 
interior of the room; and certainly, well habituated as I had 
been from my earliest years to such sights, poverty like this I 
never had seen before ! Not a chair nor table was there ; a few 
broken Utensils for cooking, such as are usually thrown away 
as useless among rubbish, stood upon the cold hearth. A few 
potatoes on one broken dish, and a little meat on another, 
were the only things like food. It was not for some minutes 
that I perceived in the corner a miserable bed of straw con- 
£ned within a plank, supported by two rough stones ; nor was 
it tili I had looked long and closely, that I saw that the figure 
of a man lay extended on the bed, his stiffened and out- 
stretched limbs resembling those of a corpse. Towards this 
the old woman now tottered with slow steps, and settin^ tha 
small piece of candle upright in a saueer, Ä\i^ ^^ö^^^^^^*^'^^ 
hed, ^^ There it 18, nowl lookatit, aivdiii«Ik'ftl^xTsasÄu^öÄ^% 
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Said she, placing it on the floor beside the bed, in such a Posi- 
tion that be could see it 

The sick man tumed bis face round, and as his eyes met 
the ligbt, there came over his wbole features a wondrous 
change. Livid and clammy with the death sweat, the rigid 
muscles relaxed, and in the staiing eye-balls and the parted 
lips there seemed a perfeet paroxysm of emotion. ^'Is that 
it? — are ye sure tbat's it?" cried be, in a voice to which the 
momentary excitement imparted strength. 

'* To be sure I am ; I seen Fatber Ned bless it himself and 
sprinkle it too ! " said she. 

"Ob! tbeheavenly — " He stopped, and in a lower voice 
added, " Say it for me, MoUy ! — say it for me, Molly ! I can*t 
say it myself ." 

"Keep your eyes on the blessed candlel" said the hag, 
peevishly ; " 'tis a quarter dollar it cost me." 

"Wouldn't he come, Molly? — did be say he wouldn't 
come?" 

"Fatber Ned! arrah, 'tis likely he*d come here at night, 
with the Tapageers on their rounds, and notbing to give bim 
wbenhekem!" 

" Not to hear my last words ! — not to take my confession ! " 
cried he, in a kind of sbriek. " Ob ! 'tis the black list of sins I 
have to own to ! " 

"Wbisbt — whisbt!" cried the hag. "'Tis many ayear 
agonow; maybe it's all forgot." 

"No, it's not," cried the dying man, with a wild energy 
he did not seem to have strength for. " Wben you wor away, 
Molly, he was here, standing beside the bed." 

The old hag laugbed with a horrid sardonic laugb. 

"Don't — don't, for the love of — ab — I can't say — I 
can't say it," cried be, and the voice died away in the effbrt. 

"What did be say to ye wben he kem?" said she, in a 
scoffing tone. 

"He never spoke a word, but he pressed back the cloth 
that was on his head, and I saw the deep cut in it, down to 
the verjrfacel" 



! 
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" Well, Tm sure it had time to heal before this time," said 
the woman, with a tone of mockery that at last became palp- 
able to the djing man. 

** Where's Dan, MoUy — did he never come back ßince?" 

"Sorra bit; he said he'd go out of the house, and never 
come back to it. You frightened the boy with the terrible 
things you say in your ravings." 

**0h! murther — murther — my own flesh and blood 
desart me." 

"Then why won't you be raisonable — why won't you 
hould your peace about what happened long agone?" 

"Because I can*t," said he, with a peevish eagemess. 
"Because I'm going where it's all ^nown a'ready." 

"Faix, andiwouldn't be remindin' them any way!" said 
the hag, whose sarcastic impiety added £resh tortures to the 
dying sinner. 

" I wanted to teil father Ned all — I wanted to hare masses 
for him that's gone, the man that suffered instead of me ! Oh 
dear ! — Oh dear ! — and nobody will come to me." 

"If ye cry that loud 1*11 leave you too,** said the hag. 
"They know already 'tis the spotted fever yehave, and the 
Tapageers would bum the house und er ye, if I was to go." 

" Don't go, Molly — don't leave me," he cried, with heart- 
rending anguish. "Bring the blessed candle nearer, I don't 
see it well." 

" You'U see less of it, soon, 'tis nigh out," said she, snuffing 
the wick with her fingers. 

The dying man now stretched out his fleshless fiugers to- 
wards the light, andicould see by his lips that he was praying. 
"They're calling me now," cried he, "Molly," — and his 
voice of a sudden grew strong and fall — don't ye hear them? 
— there it is again — Maurice Cafferty — Maurice Cafferty, 
yer wantin*.'* 

" Lie down and be at peace," said she, rudely pushing him 
back on the bed. 

"The hleased candle — where's Vke "\Aft^Ä^^ ^sääÄj^''^ 
ßluiekedhe. 



224 TfiE CONFESSIONS OF CON CRECtAN. 

"'Tis out," Said the hag, and asshe spoke the wick feil 
into the saucer, and all was dark. 

A wild and fearful cry broke from the sick man, and re- 
echoed through the silent house, and ere it died away I had 
crept stealthily back to my place beside my companions. 

" Did ye hear anything or was I dreamin'.'* said Joe to me, 
"I thought I heard the most dreadfiil scream — like a man 
drownin'.** 

**It was a dream, perhaps," said I, shuddering at the 
thought of what I had just witnessed, whilel listened with 
terrible anxiety for any sound overhead, but none came ; and 
so passed the long hours tili day-dawn. 

Without revealing to my companion the terrible scene I 
had been witness to, I told him that we were in the same house 
with a fearful malady — an announcement I well knew had 
greater terror for none than a Irish peasant. He at onee de- 
cided ondeparting; and, although day was barely breaking, 
he awoke the others, and a low whispering conversation 
ensued, in which I feit, or imagined at least, that I was an in- 
terested party. At last, Joe turning towards me, said, " And 
you, sir, what do you mean to do?" 

" The very question," saidl, " that I cannot answer. Ifl 
were to foUow my inclination, I'd tum homeward; ifimust 
yield to necessity , I'U call upon the Govemor-General , and 
remain with him tili I hear from my friends." 

There was a pause — a moment of deliberation seemed to 
fall upon the by Standers , which at length was brokenbythe 
old man saying, " Well, good luck be with you, any way 'tis 
the best thing you could do ! " 

I saw that I had overshot my bolt , and with difficülty con- 
cealed my annoyance at my own failure. My Irritation was, 
I conclude, sufficiently apparent, for Joe quickly said, " We're 
very sorry to part with you; but if we could be of any use be- 
forewego — " 

" Which way do you travel?" said I, carelessly. 

'' Tbat'a the puzzle , for we dou't know the country. 'Tis 
New Orleans we'd like to go to ^st'" 
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* * Nothing easier," said I. " Take the steamer to Montreal, 
cross over into the^tates, down Lake Champlain to Whitehall, 
over to Albany, and then twenty hours down the Hudson 
brings you to New York." 

" You know the^way well I " said Joe , with an undisguised 
admiration for my geography, which, I need not teil the 
reader, was all acquired from books and maps. 

"I should think so ! *' said I, " seeing that I might travel it 
blindfold!" 

** Is it dangerous ? Are there Injians ? " said the old man, 
whose mind seemed very alive to the perils of red men. 

* * There are some tribes on the way ," said I ; * ' but the white 
fellows you meet with are worse than the red ones — such 
rogues, and assassins, tool" 

" The saints presarve ms ! How will we ever do it ! " 

" Look out for some smart fellow who knows the way, and 
thoroughly understands the people, and who can speak 
Frenchfluently, for the first part of thejourney, and who is 
up to all the Yankee roguery , for the second. Give him füll 
power to guide and direct your expedition, and you'U have 
both a safe journey and a pleasant one/' 

" Ay, and where will we get him ? " cried one. 

"And what would he be askin* for his trouble?" said 
another; while Joe, with an assenting nod, reiterated both 
questions, and seemed to expect that answer from me. 

"It ought to be easy enough in such a city as this ,*' said I, 
negligently. "Are you acquainted withForbes andGudgeon? 
They are my bankers. They could, I am sure, find out your 
man at once." 

"Ah, ßir, we know nobody at all!" exclaimed Joe, in an ac- 
cent of such humility , that 1 actually feit shocked at my own 
duplicity. 

" By Jove I " said I, as though a sudden thought had Struck 
me; "very little would make me go with you myself." A re- 
gulär burst of joy from the whole party here Interrupt ed mft^ 
" Yes, I'm quite in eamest," said 1, mt\i a ^\^^^^^m, ^*''^\si& 
place will be excesaively distastefol to me\i"eöÄ,^W^. Vö»:«^ 

The Confessions of Con CroQan* L ^^ 
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placed myself in what is called a false position here, and 
*twere far better to escape from it at once." 

"That would be the making of us, all out, if ye could 
come, Mr. Cregan ! " said Joe. 

" Let me Interrupt you one moment," said I. " If I should 
accompany you on this joumey, there is one condition only 
upon which I would consent to it." 

" Whatever you like ; only say it I " said he , over whom I 
had established a species of magnetic influence. 

* * It is this , then ," said I , " that you treat me on terms of 
perfect equality — forget my birth and rank in life; regard 
me exactly as one of yourselves. Let me be no longer any- 
thing but Con Cregan." 

" That's mighty handsome, entirely ! " said the old man — 
a sentiment concurred in by the whole family in chorus. 

"Remember, then," saidl, " no raore Mr. Cregan. I am 
Con — nothing more ! " 

Joe looked unutterable delight at the condescension. 

" Secondly , I should not wish to go back to my lodgings 
here , after what has occurred ; so I'U write a few lines to have 
my trunks forwarded to Montreal , until which time TU ask of 
you to procure me a change of costume , for I cannot bear to 
be seen in this absurd dress by daylight." 

" To be sure — whatever you please ! ** said Joe, overjoyed 
at the projected arrangement. 

After some further discussion on the subject, I inquired 
where their luggage was stored •, and leamed that it lay at the 
Montreal Steamer Wharf, where it had been depositöd the 
preceding day ; and by a bill of the packets , which Joe pro- 
duced, I saw that she was to sail that very moming, at eight 
o'clock. There was then no time to lose : so I advised my 
companions to move silently and noiselessly from the house, 
and to follow me. With an implicit reliance on every direction 
I uttered, they stole carefully down the stairs, and issned into 
the Street, which now was perfectly deserted. 

Although in total ignorance oitAift\ci<i^\\teY ^ 1 «te^ped out 
conßdently^ and first making iox 1^^ 13L«t>öWH ^ %a ^ '''"^^mdä.^ 
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departure," I at last reached the " New Wharf," as the Station 
of the river steamers was called, With an air of the most con- 
summate effrontery, I entered the office, to bargain for our 
passage; and although the derks were not sparing of their 
ridicule, both on my pretensions and my costume — as the 
conversation was carried on in French, my companions stared 
in wonder at my fluency, and in silent ecstasy at the good 
f ortune that had thrown them into such guidance. 

It was a busy moming for me; since besides getting their 
luggage on board, and procuring them a hearty breakfast, I 
had also to arrange about my own costume , of which I now 
feit really ashamed at eyery step. 

At length we got under weigh, and steamed stoutly against 
the fast-flowing St. Lawrence; our decks crowded with a mul- 
tifarious and motley crew of emigrants, all bound for yarious 
placesin the Upper Province, but with as pleasant an igno- 
rance of where they were going, what it was like, and how far 
off, as the most devoted fatalist could have wished for. A few, 
and they were the shrewd exceptions, remembered the name 
of the city in whose neighbourhood they were about to settle ; 
many more could only say negatively, that it wasn't Lachine, 
nor it wasn't TroisRivi^res; some were only capable of affirm- 
ing that it was " beyant Montreal ," or " higher up than King- 
ston;" andlastly, a " few brightspirits" were going "wid the 
help o*God, where Dan was," or "Peter." They were not 
downhearted, nor anxious, norfretfulfor allthis; farfromit. 
It seemed as if the world before them , in all the attractions of 
its novelty , suggested hope. They had leffc a land so füll of 
wretchedness, that no change could well be worse ; so they sat 
in pleasant little knots and groups upon the deck, "dis- 
coorsin*." Ay, just so ! — " discoorsin*." Sassenach that you 
are I I hear you muttering, What is that ? Well, I'll teil you. 
**Discoorsin'" is not talking, nor chaffing, nor mere con- 
y ersing. It is not the causerie of the French, nor the conversa- 
zione of Italy, nor is it the Gespräch' s Unterhaltung of plodd5sv% 
old Germanj, but it is an admirabVe m^loage Q>i ^\Ä^^*ÖQKt. 
Jt ü a grand ollapodrida^ where slü t\mig,<& ^oNiNaßsiX^ x^^^"^^% 
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a^cnltursü , and edacatioiLil , are discnssed with snch admi- 
rable heeping, such miiformicv in the tone of sentiment and 
expression . thal h woold be difficnlt to deteet a change in the 
subject matter, £rom the qidet monotonv of its handling. The 
Pope - the praties — Molly Somebody's pig and the Priest's 
ponj — Dan O'Conneil'a last instalment of hope — tiie price 
of oatd — the late assizes — laments orer the past, tiie blessed 
days when there was little law and no police; when masses 
were cheap and mntton to be had for stealing it — such were 
the themes in Yogue. And thoogh generally one Speaker 
"held the floor," there was a mnning choros of "Sure 
enough!" "Devilfearye!" "An' whynot?" keptup, that 
made eyery hearer a sleeping partner in the eloqnence. Dis- 
sent or contradiction was a thing unheard of ; they were all 
snbjects npon which each feit precisely alike. No man's ex- 
perience pointed to anything sare rainy seasons and wet 
potatoes, cheap bacon and high county cess. Life had its one 
phase of monotonons want, only broken in npon by themo- 
mentary orgie of an election, or the exeitement of a county 
town on the Satorday of an execution. 

And so it was. Like the nor'-easter that followed them 
oyer the seas , came all the memories of what they had left 
behind. They had little care for eyen a passing look atthe 
new and stränge objects around them. The giant cedar trees 
along the banks, — the immense rafts, likefloating islands, 
hurrying past on the foaming current, with myriads of figures 
moving on them, — the endless forests of dark pines, the 
quäint log-houses , unlike those farther north , and with more 
pretension to architectural design, — and now and then a 
Canadian "bateau," shooting past like a sword-fish; its red- 
cappod Crew saluting the steamer with a wild cheer thatwould 
wake the echoes many a mile away. If they looked at these, 
it was easy to see that they noted them but indifferently ; their 
hcarts were far away. Ay ! in spite of misery, and hardship, 
aud famine, and flood, they were away in the wilds of Erris, 
/// the bJeäk plsana of Donegäl , ox Wi^ You^V^ ^<^\\ä of Conne- 
aara. 
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It has often Struck me that our rulers should have per- 
petuated the names of Irish localities in the New World. One 
must have experienced the feeling himself to know the charm 
of this simple association. The hourly-recurring name that 
speaks so familiarly of home, is a powerful antidote to the 
sense of banishment. Well, here 1 am, prosing about emi- 
grants, and their regrets, and wants, and hopes, and wishes, 
and forgetting the while the worthy little group who , with a 
hot " net" of potatoes, (for in this fashion each mess is allowed 
to boil its quota,) and a very savoury cut of ham, awaited my 
presence in the steerage : they were good and kindly souls 
every one of them. The old grandfather was a fine prosy old 
grumbler about the year' 98, and the terrible doings of the 
'* Orangemen." Joe was a stout-hearted , frank fellow, that 
only wanted fair play in the world to make his path steadily 
onward. The sons were, in Irish parlance, **good boys," and 
the girls fine-tempered and good-natured, — as ninety-nine 
out of the hundred are in the Tand they come from. 

Now, shall I forfeit some of my kind reader's consideration 
if I say that with all these excellences, and many others 
besides , that they beeame soon inexpressibly tiresome to me. 
There was not a theme they spoke on , that I had not already 
by heart. Irish grievances, in all their moods and tenses, had 
been always "stock pieces" in my father's cabin, and I am 
bound to acknowledge that the eider Cregan had a sagacity of 
perception , a shrewdness of discrimination , and an aptitude 
of expression not to be found every day. Listening to the 
Cullinanes after him was like hearing the butler commenting 
in the servants' hall over the debate one had listened to in 
"theHouse." It was a stränge, queer Sensation that I feit 
Coming over me as we travelled along day by day together, 
and I can even now remember the shriek of ecstasy that 
escaped me one moniing, whenl had hit upon the true ana- 
lysis of my feelings, and jumping up, I exclaimed, " Con! you 
are progressing, my boy ; you'U be a gentleman yet; you have 
learned to be * horecV already V From t\i3ut \iWÄ wsJi.'V <;3Qi«&ir 
yated ^^wjr CulUnanea^^ as people taka «u cqvä^^ <ä '5^.%^^% 
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where, nauseousanddistastefalatthetime, one fancies he is 
to Store up Heaven knows how manj years of fiitare health 
and yigour. 

In a former chapter of these Confessions I have told the 
reader the singular sensations I experienced when first under 
the influence of port wine; how a kind of transfusion, as it 
were, ofconservativeprinciples, & respect for order, aloveof 
decorum, a sleepj Indisposition to see anything like confiision 
going on about me ; all feelings which, I take it, su*e eminently 
gentlemau-like. Well, this fastidious weariness of the Cul- 
linanes was evidently the " second round of the ladder." " It 
is a grand thing to be able to look down upon any one ! " I do 
not mean this in any invidious or onworthy sense; not for the 
sake of depreciating others, bat purely for the sake of one's 
own self-esteem. I would but convey that thesecretconviction 
of superiority is amazingly exhilarating. To "hold your 
stride" beside an intellect that you can pass when youlike, 
and yet merely accompany to what is called "make a race," is 
rare fun; to see the other, using every effort of whip and spur, 
bustling, shaking) and lifting, while you, well down in your 
saddle , never put the rowel to the flank of your fancy , — this 
is indeed glorious sport ! In return for this, however, there is 
an intolerable degree of lassitude in the daily association of 
people who are satisfied to talk for ever of the same things in 
the same terms. 

The incidents of our joumey were few and uninteresting. 
At Montreal I received a very civil note from Mrs. Davis , ac- 
companying my trunk and my purse. In the few lines I had 
written to her from the packet-office , I said that my Perform- 
ance of a scrvant's character in her establishment had been 
undertaken for a wager, which Ih ad justwon; thatibegged 
of her, in consequence, to devote the wages owing to meto 
any charitable office she should think fit , and kindly to for- 
ward my effects to Montreal, together with a certificate under 
her band, tha.t my real rank and Station had never been de- 
tocted during my stay in lier \io\xa<i\ ^y& ^Q<ixsmÄiv\Ai^\sv"^\SL^^ 
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cessary to convince my friend, Captain Pike , that I had ful- 
fiUed tLe conditions of our bet. 

Mrs. DaTis's reply was a gem. " She häd heard or read of 
Conacre, bat didn't suspect we were the Cregans ofthat place. 
She did not know howshe could ever forgiye herseif for having 
sabjected me to menial duties. She had indeed been Struck — 
as who had not? — with certaiu traits of my manner and ad- 
dress." In fact, poor Mrs. D., what with the material for 
gossip suggested by the story , the sorprise , and the saving 
of the wages, — for I suspect that, like the Duke in Junius, 
her charity ended where it is proverbially said to begin, at 
home, — was in a perfect paroxysm of deÜght with me, her- 
seif, and the whole human race. 

To me this was a precious document; it was a patent of 
gentüity at once. It was a passport which , if not issued by 
anthority, had at least the " visa" of one witness to my rank, 
and I was not the stuff to require many credentials. 

Before we had decided on what day we should leave 
Montreal, akind of small mutiny began to show itself among 
our party. The old man, grown sick of travelling, and seeing 
the America of his hopes as far off as ever, became restive, 
and refused to move fürther. The sons had made acquaint- 
ances on board the steamer, who assured them that "about 
the lakes" — a very vague geography — land was to be had 
for asking. Peggy and Susan had picked up sweethearts, 
and wanted to joumey westward; and poor Joe, pulled in 
these various directions, gave himself up to a little inter- 
regnum of drink, hoping that rum might decide what reason 
failed in. 

As for me , I saw that my influence would depend upon my 
making myself a partisan; and too proud for this, I de- 
termined to leave them. I possessed some thirty dollars, — a 
good kit, — but, better than either, the most unbounded 
confidence in myself, and a firm conviction that the world 
was an Instrument I should learn to play upon one day or 
other. There was no use in undeceiving them as to my real 
rank and Station. One of the pleasantest incidents of th&\s. 
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lives would be , in all probability, their having travelled in 
companionship with a genüeman; and so, remembering the 
'fltory of the poor atderman who never got over having leamed 
that Robinson Crusoe was a fiction, I left them this solace 
unalloyed; and after a most cordial leave-taking, and having 
written down my father's address at New Orleans, I shook 
hands with the men twice over, kissed the girls ditto, and 
stepped on board the Kingston steamer, for no other reason 
that I know, except that she was the first to leave the wharf 
that moming. 

I have Said that I possessed something like thirty dollars; 
an advantageous sale of a part of my wardrobe to a young gen- 
tleman about to reside at Queenstown, as a waiter, " realized" 
me as much more ; and with this sum I resolved upon making a 
Short tour of Canada and the States , in order to pick up a few 
notions , and increase my störe of experiences , ere I adopted 
any fixed career. 

We laugh at the old gentleman in the play, who on hearing 
that his son has no want of money, immediately offers him ten 
pistoles , but who obstinately leaves him to starve when he 
discovers that he is without funds. We laugh at this , and we 
deem it absurd and extravagant; but it is precisely what we 
see the world do in like circumstances. All its generosity is 
reserved for those who do not require assistance; all its 
denials for those in need. "My Lord" refuses half-a-dozen 
dinners, while the poor devil author only knows the tune of 
"Roast Beef!" These reflections forced themselves uponme 
by observing that as I travelled along, apparently in no want 
of means , a hundred offers were made me by my fellow-trav- 
ellers of situations and places: one would have enlisted me 
as his partner in a very lucrative piece of peripateticism — 
viz. , knife grinding ; a vocation for which , after a few efforts 
on board the steamer, Nature would seem to have destined 
me, for I was assured I even picked up the sharp-knowing 
cock of the eye required to examine the edge , and the style 
of mjpedal-actiondrewdown rounds of applause; still I did 
not like it The endless tramp "apon s^ «»\^^ ^ ^Vväö. ^^^'^«i 
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»m beneath you, seemed to emblematize a career that led 
nothing; while an unpleasant association with wbat Ihad 
ard of a treadmill completed my distaste for it. 

Another opened to me the more ambitious prospect of a 
opman at bis "störe," near Rocbester; and even showed 
3 , by way of temptation , some of tbe brilliant wares over 
lOse fortunes I sbould preside. Tbere were gingbams , and 
ffetas , and cottons of every bue and pattem ; but no , I feit 
is was not my walk eitber ; and so I muttered to myself, — 
^o, Con! ifyoumeddlewitbmuslin, wait tili it's fashioned 
to a petticoat." 

My next proposition came from a barber; and really if I 
d not take to tbe pole and basin , I own I was flattered at 
3 praises of my skill. He pronounced my brusb-hand as 
mething bold, and masterly as Rubens, — while my steel 
änipulation was more brilliant tban bloodless. 

Tben tbere was a Jew spectacle-maker — a hawker of 
imphlets — an Indian mocassin mercbant — and twenty 
her of various walks; all of wbom seemed to opine tbat their 
affc, wbatever it migbt be, was exactly tbe very line adapted 
my faculties. Onee only was I really tempted: it was by 
e gditor of tbe Kingston newspaper, The Ontario Herald, 
10 ofFered to take me into bis office , and in time induet me 
to the gentle pastime of paragrapb writing. I did, I own, 
el a strong inclination for tbat free and independent kind of 
iticism , whicb , altbougb issuing from a garret , and by tbe 
jbt of a "dip," does not scruple to remind royalty how to 
»mport itself , and gives kings and kaisers smart lessons in 
)od breeding. For a time my mind dwelt on all tbese de- 
jbts with ardour ; but I soon feit tbat be wbo acts life bas an 
comparable advantage over bim wbo merely writes it, and 
lat even a poqr performer is better , wben tbe world is bis 
age , tban tbe best critic. 

1*11 wait , tbougbt I, — notbing witbin, no suggestive push 
om conscience urged me to follow any of tbese roads ; and 
► I journeyed away from Kingston to ¥otl ^^^x^<i ^ *^^^^^ 

Niagara; wbere I amused myseVi agc^^«X:\'^ iot ^ ^^^^^ 
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sitting all day long upon the Table Rock , and watching the 
Falls in a dreamy kind of self-consciousness , brought on by 
the din, the crash, the spray, the floating surf, and that 
Vibration of the air on every side , — which all conspire to 
make up a Sensation , that ever after associates with the me- 
mory of that seene , and leaves any effort to describe it so 
difficult. 

From this I wandered into the States by Schenectady, 
Utica, and Albany, down the Hudson to New York, thence — 
but why recite mere names? It was after about three months' 
travelling , during which my wardrobe shared a fate not dis- 
similar to -^sop's bread-basket, that I found myself at New 
Orleans. Coming even from the varied and stränge panorama 
that so many weeks of continual travelling present , I was 
Struck by the appearance of New Orleans. Do not be afraid, 
worthy reader! you're not "in" for any description of lo- 
calities. I'U neither inflict you with a land view nor a sea 
view. In my Company you'll never hear a word about the 
measurement of a cathedral , or the number of feet in height 
of a steeple. My care and my business are with men Mid 
women. They are to me the real objects of travel. The 
chequered board of human life is the map whose geography I 
love to study ; and my thoughts are far more with the sfo-eam 
that flows from the heart , than with the grandest river that 
ever sought the sea. When I said I was Struck with New Or- 
leans , it was then with the air of its population. Never did I 
behold such a mass of bold, daring, reckless fellows as 
swaggered on every ^e. The fiery Frenchman, the de- 
termined-looking YÄkee, the dark-browed Spaniard, the 
Camanche and the half-caste, the Mulatto, the Texan, the 
Negro, the Cuban, and the Creole, were all here, and all 
seemed picked specimens of their race. 

The least acute of observers could not fail to see that it 

was a land where a quick eye, a steady foot, and a streng 

band were requisites of every-day life. The personal en- 

counterBj that in other citiea ate üft altogether to the very 

Jowest clasa of inhabitants , t? exe \i^x^ m fe^a^^\Ä\>SÄ^3Bössti% 
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every grade and rank. Every one went armed; the sceues 
which so often occurred, showed the precaution a needful one. 

The wide-awake look of the Yankee was sleepy indiflfer- 
ence when contrasted with the intense keenness of aspeet that 
met you here at every step, and you feit at onee that you wcre 
in Company where all your faculties would be few enough for 
self-protection. This, my first Impression of the people, 
each day's Jexperience served to confirm. Whatever little 
veils of shame and delicacy men throw over their sharp prac- 
tices elsewhere, here, I am free to confess, they despised 
such hypocrisy. It was a free trade in wickedness. In their 
game of life "cheating was fair," Now this in nowise suited 
me nor my plans. I soon saw that all the finer traits of my 
own astuteness would be submerged in the great oeean of 
coarse roguery around me , and I soon resolved upon taking 
my departure. 

The how, and the where to? — two very important items 
in the resolve were yet to be solved , and I was trotting along 
Cliff-street one day, when my eyes rested suddenly upon tho 
great board with large letters on it , " Office of the Picayune.''^ 
I repeated the word over and over a couple of times , and then 
remembered it was the Journal in which the reward for the 
Black Boatswain had been offered. 

There was little enough , Heaven knows , in this to give 
me any interest in the paper; but the total Isolation in which 
I'found myself without one to speak to, or converse with, 
made me feel that even the Picayune was an acquaintance ; 
and 80 1 drew near the window, where a considerable number 
ofpersons were reading the last number of the paper, which 
in a laudable spirit of generosity was exposed within the glass 
to public gaze. 

Mingling with these , but not near enough to read for my^ 
»elf, I could hear the topics that were discussed; among 
which , a row at the Congress — a duel with revolvers — a 
steam-explosion on the Mississippi — and a few smaxt vcc- 
stances of Lynch-law figured. 

*' What'8 tbat in the Tiine print?" aaV^ «^ ^^^\.\vv.^r->^^^^^ 
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fellow, with a cigar like a small walking-cane in the comer of 
his mouth. 

"It's a Texan go," said another; "sha'n't catch me at 
that trick.*' 

"Well, I don't know," drawled out a sleek-haired man, 
with a very Yankee drawl; **I see Roarin' Peter, our judge 
up at New Small-pox , take a tamation deal of booty out of 
that location." 

" Where had he been?" asked the tall fellow. 

" At Guayugualla — over the frontier." 

" There is a bit to be done about there," said the other; and 
wrapping his mantle about him , lounged off. 

" Guayugualla ! " repeated I ; and , retiring a little from the 
crowd, I took from my pocket the little newspaper paragraph 
of the negro , and read the name which had sounded so fami- 
liarly to my ears. 

I endeavoured onee more to approach the window , but the 
crowd had already increased considerably ; and I had nothing 
for it , but to go in and buy the paper , which now had taken a 
streng hold upon me. 

Cheap as was the paper, it cost me that day's dinner; and 
it was with a very great anxiety to test the value of my sacri- 
fice , that I hastened to the little miserable den which I had 
hired as my sleeping - place. 

Once within, I fastened the door, and spreading out the 
Journal onmybed, proceeded to search for the Texan para- 
graph. It was headed in capitals, and easily found. Itran 
thus ; — " Wanted , a few downright , go - ahead ones , to join 
an excursion into the One- Star Republic, — the object being 
to push a way down south, and open a new trade-line for 
home doings. Applicants to address the office of the paper, 
and rally at Galveston, with rifle, pistols , ammunition, horse, 
pack, and a bowie, on Tuesday , the 8th instant." 

I*m sure I knew that paragraph off by heart before bed- 

time ; but just as I have seen a stupid man commit a proposi- 

tlon inEucJid to memory — without ever being able to work it. 

I was totally at a loss what to maV^ ol ^l\\^ \aKM5Mi^Q.l\3cÄ.<ix 
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pedition. It was, to say the least, somewhat mysterious; 
and the whole being addressed to "go a-head ones," who 
were to come with rSes and bowie-knives, showed that they 
were not likely to be missionaries. There was one wonder- 
ful clause about it; it smacked of adventui'e. There wasa 
roving wildness in the very thought which pleased me, and I 
straightway opened a consultation with myself how I could 
compass the object. My stock of money had dwindled down 
to four dollars; and although I still possessed some of the 
best articles of my wardrobe , the greater portion had been 
long since disposed of. 

Alas! the more I thought over it, the more hopeless did 
my hope of joumey appear , — I made every imaginable good 
bargain in my fancy ; I disposed of old waistcoats and gaiters, 
as if they had been the honoured vestments of heroes and 
sages; I knocked down my shoes at prices that old Frede- 
rick*8 boots wouldn't have fetched; and yet, with all this, I 
feil far short of a sum sufficient to purchase my equipment , — 
in fact , I saw that if I compassed " the bowie - knife ," it would 
be the füll extent of my powers. I dwelt upon this theme so 
long, that I grew fevered and excited: I got to believe that 
here was a great career opening before me, to which one 
petty, miserable obstacle opposed itself. I was like a mau 
deterred from undertaking an immense joumey, by the trouble 
of Xsrossing a rivulet. 

In this frame of mind I went to bed , but only to rove over 
my crude fancies , and , in a state between sleep and waking, 
to imagine that some tiny band held me back , and prevented 
me ascending a path , on which Fortune kept waving her band 
for me to foUow. When day broke , I found myself sitting at 
my window , with the newspaper in my hands , — though how 
I came there , or how long I had spent in that attitude , I can- 
not say, — I only know that my limbs were excessively cold^ 
and my temples bot , and that while my \ia.TidL<ä '«et^\i^\sÄKc^^^ 
and BwoUen, my beart beat faster and ivüÜ\fö£ ^-äxlW^^ «'^sv. 
^H before» 

/ 
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"Nowfor thePicayMMg," saidl, starting from my chair; 
"thoughl never maj make the joumey, at leastril ask the 
road." 



CHAPTER XVIII. 

"The Ordinary of all Nations." 

Makinq my way with difficulty through the crowd which 
filled the hall of the house , and which consisted of purchasers, 
newsvenders , reporters , Printers' devib, and others interested 
in the \Picayune , all eagerly discussing the news of the day, 
■ I reached a small backoffice , where , having knocked timidly 
twice j I was desired to enter. 

A man seated at a coarse deal table was cutting out para- 
graphs from various newspapers , which , as he threw them at 
either side of him , were eagerly caught up by two or three 
ragged urchins who were in waiting behind him. He looked 
up at me as I entered , and roughly asked what I wanted. 

" I have seen an advertisement in your paper, headed, * Ex- 
pedition to Texas * — " 

" Up - stairs — No. 3 — two-pair back ," said he , and went 
on with his labour. 

I hesitated, hoping he might add something; but seeing 
that he had said all he intended or was likely to say , I slowly 
withdrew. 

"Up- stairs, then — No. 3 — two-pair back," said I to 
myself , and mounted , with the very vaguest notions of what 
business I had when I got there. There was no difficulty in 
finding the place — many others were hastening towards it 
at the same time ; and in Company with some half- dozen very 
ill - favoured and meanly clad fellows , I entered a large room, 
where about forty men were assembled who stood in knots or 
groupBj talking in low and confidential tones together. 

'^la there a committee to-day*^'^ «^e^ Q\i<&^^\K<cM^« who 
came in with me. 
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" Business is over ," said another. 

"And is the lottery drawn?" 

"Ay, every ticket, except one or two. 

" Who's won ßutcher*8 mare?*' 

"Tellusthat, ifyoucan," saidahugefellow, withared 
v^orsted comforter round histhroat; "that's exactly whatwe 
7ant to know." 

*'Well, I'm whipped if it ain't among those numbers," 
aid a pale man with one eye , " and TU give fifty doUars for 
►neof'em." 

' * You would , would y ou ? " said another , j eering. * * Lord, 
lOwsoftyouVegrownl Why, she's worth five hundred dol- 
ars, that^erebeast!" 

"Butcher gave a mustang and two hundred and seventy 
brher," cried another. 

"Well, she broke his neck, for all that," growled out 
16 of the red neckcloth; "you'U see that some chap will 
wia her that don't want a beast, and she'll be sold for a 
Tifle." 

"And there*s a free passage to Galveston, grub and 11- 
}uor, in the same ticket," said another; "an almighty sight 
)f luck for one man!" 

"It ain't me, anyhow," said red cravat, and then with 
i tremendous oath added, '*I've been a putter -in at these 
Texas lotteries for four years, and never won anything but a 
Dlessed rosary." 

" What became of it, Dick?" said another, laughing. 

"The beads fitted my rifle-bore, and I fired *em away 
^hen lead was scarce." 

Yarious discussions foUowed about luck and lotteries, with 
inecdotes-of all kinds respecting fortunate winners; then 
5ame stories of Texan expeditions in former times, which I 
3egan to perceive were little eise than speculations of a gam- 
)lmg kind , rarely intended to go fiirther than the quay of 
^ew Orleans. 

On the preaent occasion, however, it ■^ovjXÖL^^cask^^'Äk. 
xpeditioB Lad been planned. Bome Iqäöl «äx^^I ^-bäsä.-» 
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oüicra werc to follow tbe vcry day after the lottery, and 
only waited to leam who was thefortunate winner of Batcher's 
mare , at that timc waiting at Galveston for an owner. 

I waited a long timc , in hope of acquiring something like 
an insight into the scope of the enterprise, bat in vain; indeed, 
it wa8 eaay to see , that , of the Company, not a single one , in 
all likelihood , intended to join the expedition. Whenl left 
the IHcayune^ therefore, I was but llttle wiser than when I 
entered it ; and yet somehow the whole scfaeme had taken a 
fast hold on my imagination , which readily fiUed in the de- 
tails of what I was ignorant. The course of reading in which 
I iiad indulged on board Sir Dudley^s yacht was doubtless tbe 
reason of this. My mind had laid up so many texts for ad- 
venturous fancies, that on the slightest pretext I could call up 
any quantity of enterprise and vicissitude. 

A hundred times I asked myself if it were likely that any 
of thcse Texan adventurers would accept of my Services to 
wait upon them. I was not ignorant of horses , — a tolerably 
fair groom , — could cook a little , that much I had learned on 
board the yacht; besides, wherever my qualifications failed, 
I had a rcady- witted ingenuity that supplied the place almost 
as well as the "real article." 

"Ah!" thought I "who knows how many are passing at 
this moment, whose very hearts would leap with joy tofind 
such a follow as I am, *accustomed to in-door and out, wages 
no object , and no objection to travel ! ' " Possessed with this 
notion , I could not help fancying that in every look that met 
mine as I went , I could read something like an inquiry — a 
searching glance that seemed to say, " Bloss me! ain't that 
Con? as I live there's Con Cregan! What a rare piece of 
fortuno to chance upon him at this juncture ! " 

I own it did require a vivid and warm imagination so to 

iuterprot the expressions which met my eyes at every moment, 

Boeing that the part of the towu into which I had wandered 

waa that adjoining to tbe docks , — «t^\\ii^ ^ ^loomy quarter, 

chießjr reBorted to by Jew filop-a^«», ÄÄ^-öassjÄSkss»^ «sä. 
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such like, with here and there a sailors' ordinaiy, usuallj 
kept by a negro or half-breed. 

I had eaten notbing tbat day , and it was now late in the 
afternoon, so that it was witb a very strong interest I peeped 
occasionally into the little dens , where, linder a paper lantern 
with the inscription , ** All for Twelve Cents," sat a Company, 
usually of sailors and watermen, whose fare barmonized most 
unpleasantly with their features. 

The combat between a man's taste and bis exchequer is 
never less agreeable than when it concems a dinner. To feel 
that you have a soul for turtle and truffles, and yet must 
descend to mashed potatoes and herrings , — to know that a 
palate capable of appreciating a salmi des perdreaux must be 
condemned to the indignity of stock fish , — what an indignity 
is that ! The whole man revolts at it ! You feel , besides , that 
such a meal is unrelieved by those suggestive excursions of 
fancy which a well- served table abounds in. In the one case 
you eat like the beast of the field , — it is a question of sup- 
porting nature , and no more: in thepther, there is a poetry 
interwoven that elevates and exalts. With what discursive 
freedom does the Imagination ränge from the little plate of 
oysters that preludes your soup , to pearl fishery and the coral 
reefs , "with moonlight sleeping on the breaking surf." And 
then your soup , be it turtle or muUigatawny , how associated 
is it with the West Indies or the East, bearing on*its aromatic 
irapour thousands of speculative reflections about sugar and 
älavery, pepper-pots, strawhats, piccaninnies , and the Bi- 
shop of Barbadoes; or the still grander themes of the ele- 
phants, emeralds, and the Indus, with rajahs , tigers, punkahs, 
sind the Punjaub ! 

And so you proceed , dreamily foUowing out in fancy the 
lints each course supplies , and roving with your cutlets to the 
* cattle upon a thousand hüls ," or dallying with the dessert to 
the orange - groves of Zante or Sicily. 

I do love all this. The bouquet of my Bordeaux brings 
>ack the Bhone, as the dry muscat oi my 3o\i^\iTÄ3^^x^^^s^- 
ures tbe vine-clad cJiffs of the Vatetlaiid,— m\Xi Ä.V>rcL^^!!^issÄ.' 

The ConfessioHs of Con Cregan. i. ^^ 
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nuendo train of tbought about Metternich and the Holy AI- 
liance — the unlucky treaty of 15 — Vienna— Madame Schra- 
der — and Castelli. 

And how pleasantly and nationally does one come back 
with the Port to our "ancient ally Portugal," witbammd- 
painted panorama of Torres-Vedras and the Douro — with 
Black -borse Square and the Tagus — "the Duke" ever and 
anon flitting across the scene, and making each glass you 
carry to your Ups a beartfelt " long life to bim ! ** 

ÄlasI andalas! such prandial deligbts were not for me; 
Imust dine for twelve cents, or, byaccepting tbe brilliant 
entertainment announced yonder, price balf-adollar, keep 
Lent the rest of the week. 

The temptation to which I allude ran thus : 

** Ladies and Gentlemen's Grand Ordinary of all Nations, 

At 5 o'clock precisely. 

Tbumbo-rig — Mint julep — and a Ball. 
Tbe'Half-dollar; 

Monsieur Palamede de Rosanne directs tbe Ceremonies." 

If there was a small phrase in the aforesaid not perfectly 
inteUigible , it seemed upon the principle of tbe well-known 
adage, only to heighten the inducement. The " Tbumbo-rig" 
above might mean eitber a new potation or a new dance. 
Still , conceding tbis unknown territory, there was quite suffi- 
cient in tbe remainder of tbe advertisement to prove a strong 
temptation. Tbe bouse , too , had a pretentious air about it 
that promised well. There was a large bow-window, dis- 
playing a perfect landscape of rounds and sirloins, with a 
tasteful drapery of sausages overbead; while a fragrant odour 
of rum , onions , fresh crabs , cheese , salt cod , and presenred 
ginger, made the very air ambrosial. 

As I stood and sniffed , my resolution staggering under tbe 
asßaults made on eye, nose, and palate, a very smartly-dressed 
female ßgure crossed the way, ^loYdiu^ xi^ \Ät ^x^^ Ssi!^ «sw* 



THE CONFBSSIONS OF CON CREOAN. 243 

inch or so higher than even the mud required , and with a 
jaunty air displaying a pair of very pink stockings on very 
well-tumed lege. I believe — I'm not sure , but I fear — the 
pink stockings completed what the pickled beef begun. I • 
entered. Having paid my money at the bar, and given up my 
hat and great coat , I was ushered by a black waiter , dressed 
in a striped jaeket and trousers , as if he had been mied with 
red ink, into a large room, where a very numerous Company of 
both sexes were assembled ; someseated, some standing, but 
all talking away with buzz and confusion, that showed perfect 
intimacy to be the order of the day. The men it was easy to 
see were chiefly in the "shipping interest." There was a 
strong majority of mates and small skippers , whose varied 
tongues ranged from Spanish and Portuguese to Dutch and 
Danish : French, £nglish, and Russian, were also heard in the 
mel^e, showing that the Grand Ordinary had a world-made 
repute. The ladies were mostlyyoung, very condescending 
in their manners, somewhat overdressed, and for the most part 
French. 

As I knew no one , I waited patiently to be directed where 
I shonld sit , and was at last shown to a place between a very 
fat lady of creole tint — another dip would have made her 
black — and a little brisk man , whom I sooYi heard was Mon- 
sieur Palamede himself. 

The dinner was good; the conversation easiest of the easy; 
taking in all, from matters commercial to social; the whole 
seasoned with the greatest good humour, and no small share 
of smartness. Personal adventures by land and sea — many 
of the latter recounted by men who made no scruple of con- 
fessing that they " dealt in ebony " — the slave trade. Little 
incidents of life, that told much for the candour of the 
recounter , were heard on all sides, until at length I really feit 
ashamed at my own deficiency in not having even contributed 
an anecdote for the benefit of the Company. This preyed upon 
me the more, as I saw myself surrounded by i^^t^wä ^«*^öö 
really, if their own nnimpeacliable evideiiQ.^ ^«ä \ö \ä <ä^- 
di'ted, began the world in v^ays aiida\ia^^Ä^^"cöö^^ «s^sg^^* 
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and uncommon. Not a man or woman of the party that had 
not slipped into existence in some droU quaint fashion of their 
own , 80 that positively, and for the first time I really grew 
ashamed to think that I belonged to " decent people ," who 
had not compromised me in the slightest degree. " Voilk! un 
jeune homme qui ne did pas un mot!" said a pretty-looking 
woman with fair brown hair, and a very liquid pair of blue 
eyes. The speech was addressed to me, and the whole table 
at once turned their glances towards me. 

" Ay, very true," said a short, stout little skipper, with an 
unmistakeable slash from a cutlass across bis nose. '^ A sharp- 
looking fellow like that has a story if he will only teil it." 

"And you may see," cried another, "that we are above 
petty prejudices here; roguery only lies heavy on the con- 
Bcience that conceals it." The Speaker was a tall sallow man, 
with singularly intelligent features: he had been a Jesuit 
tutor in the family of an Italian noble , and after consigning 
bis patron to the Inquisition , had been himself banished from 
ßome. 

Pressing entreaties and rough commands , half imperious 
instances and very seduetive glances, all were directed to- 
wards me, with the object of extorting some traits of my life, 
and more particularly of that part of it which coneemed my 
birth and parentage. If the example of the Company invited 
the most unqualified candour, I cannot say that it overcame 
certain scruples I feit about revealing my humble origin. I 
was precisely in that anomalous position in life when such 
avowals are most painfiil. Without ambition , the confession 
had not cost me any sacrifioe ; while, on the other band, I had 
not attained that eminence which has a proud boastfulness in 
saying, "Yes, I, such as you see me now — great, titled, 
wealthy, and powerful — I , was the son of a newsvender or a 
lamplighter." Such avowals, highly lauded as they are by 
the World , especially when made by archbishops or chancel- 
lors^ or other great folk, at public dinners, are, to my thinking, 
about aa vainglorions bits of poox Wmwi ti^Ixä^ «ä tbe most 
cjnical covdd wish to witness. T\iey wc^ >3si% tj\^x^n\^\ssy\sk«v ^\ 
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vanity over self-esteem. Now, I had no objection that the 
world should think me a young gentleman of the very easiest 
notious of right and wrong, with a conscience as elastic as 
gutta percha, picking my way across life's stream on the 
stepping-stones made by other men's skuUs — being, as the 
phrase has it , a very loose fish indeed ; but I insisted ou their 
believing that I was well-bom. Every one has bis weakness 
— this was Con Cregan's; and as these isolated fissures in 
strong character are nearly allied with strength, so was it 
with me ; had I not had this frailty I had never cherished so 
intensely the passion to become a gentleman. This is all 
digressionary ; but I'U not ask pardon of my dear reader for 
all that. If he be reading in bis snug well-cushioned chair, 
with every appliance of ease about him, he'U not throw down 
these " Confessions" for a bit of prosing that invites the sleep 
that is already hovering round him. If he has taken me up in 
the few minutes before dinner, he'U not regret the bit of medi* 
tation which does not involve him in a story. If he be spelling 
me out in a mail-train, he'Jl be grateful for the "skipping" 
place, which leaves him time to look out and see the ingenious 
preparations that are making by the "down" or the "up" 
train , to run into and smash the unhappy convoy of which he 
forms a part. 

" Come, my young lad, out with it. Let us hear a bit about 
the worthy people who took the sin of launching you into the 
wide ocean. You must have had owners one time or other." 
This was said by a hearty-looking old man , with hair white as 
snow, and an enormous pair of eyebrows to match. 

"Willingly, sir," said I, with an air of the easiest con- 
fidence; "I should be but too proud if anything in ahistory 
humble as mine is, could amuse this honourable Company. 
But the truth is, a life so devoid of interest would be only a tax 
upon its patience to listen to ; and , as to my birth , I can give 
little — indeed no Information. The earliest record of my 
existence that I possess is from the age of two days and three 
hours." 

'^ Tbat will do — do admirably \" c^ioxvjä^^^'^ ^«s^^ ^^^^'^ 
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laughed heartily at the gravity with which I spoke, and which 
to them seemed an earnest of my extreme simplicity. " We 
shall be quite satisfied with that/' eried they again. 

"Well, then, gentlemen, thanking you for the indulgence 
with which you consent to overlook my want of aecuracy, I 
proceed. At the tender age I have mentioned , I was wen in 
a raffle ! " 

" Won in a raffle ! won in a raffle ! " screamed one after the 
other, and amid shouts of laughter the phrase continued to be 
echoed from end to end of the table. " That beats you hello w, 
Giles ! " " By Jove , how scarce babies must be in the part you 
come from, if people take tickets for *em ! " Such were some of 
the commentaries that broke out amidst the mirth. 

" I move," said a dapper little Frenchman, who had been a 
barber and a National Guard once , "I move that the honour- 
able deputy make a statement to the Chamber, respecting the 
interesting fact to which he has alluded." 

The motion was carried by acclamation, and I was accord- 
ingly induced to ascend the tribune, a kind of rüde pulpit that 
was brought specially into the room, and stationed at the 
side of the President's chair; the comments on my personal 
appearance, age, air, and probable rank, which were made all 
the while, evidencing the most candid spirit one can well 
imagine. 

" A right down slick and shrewd *un, dam me if he ain't! " 

" A very wide awake young gemman," quoth number two. 

"II a de *beaux yeux,' celui-lk," — this was a lady*s 
remark. 

" Set that young 'un among the girls ^ down east,' and he*ll 
mow 'em down like grass." 

" A Londoner — ■ swell-mobbish a bit, I take it." 

"Not at all, he a'nt; he's a bank clerk or a post-office 
fellow, bolted with a lot of tin." 

"Der ist ein echter Schelm," growled out an oldDantsio 
skipper, "ich kenne ihn sehr wohl; steal your wash wid a 
leetleseheer — scissarsyoucallhim, ha! ha!" 



J 
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! ''Ladies and gcntlcmen ,*' saidl, assumiug a pose of th( 

- moBt dignified impoitance, " before enteriug upon the circum 

stance to whicli you have so graciously attached a little inter 
est, let me assure you — not that the fact cau or ought to hav< 
any weight with this distinguished Company — that I have n< 
Claim upon your sympathy with regard to any of the pleai 
whispered aroond me. I am neither thief, pickpocket, run 
away postman, burglar, nor highwayman. If I be, as you an 
pleased to say, 'wide awake/ I believe it is oiily a commoi 
precantion , considering the Company 1 find myself in ; and i 
I really could lay claim to the flatteriug praise of a fair ladj 
on the left, it would be merely from accidentally reflectiu^ 
her own bright glances. I present myself, then, with mucJ 
diffidence before you , for the simple reason that I come ii 
a character somewhat stränge in these parts — I am a gentle 
man!" 

The ineffable impertinence of this address succceded to i 

miracle. Some laughed — some applauded — a few muttere( 

■_^ an onintelligible discontent; but the majority of the men an< 

I all the women were with me , and I saw that audacity ha( 

gained the day. Ay, and so will it niuety-nine times out o 

Ä the hundred in everything through life ! The Strategie axiom 

~ that no fortress is impregnable , is a valuable worldly lesson 

and one ought never to forget, that a storming partyrareb 

falls. 

t " The circumstance to which I alluded a few minutes bacl 

f- — I dare not presume to call it a story — occurred thus : 

"There was a large and brilliant party assembled to pas 
i the Christmas at the Duke of Y — 's ; you will uuderstand mj 

fr reserve. The Company included many of the first persons ii 

fashionable life, and a Royal Duke to boot, a great frien< 
of her grace , and some said an old admircr of one of he 
Bisters, who — so went the rumour — showed the strengt! 
of her attachment to his Royal Highness by never havinj 
accepted any of the brilliant offers of marriage made her. Sh< 
was remarkably beautiful , and although a little past the firs 
bloom of youth, in füll possession of hei <!>\i^xixi% ^\. ^<^>Qa&ft 
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speak of. Old Lord E— was one of the guests; and I am s 
many of the distinguished Company to whom I now addr 
myself will not need any morc particular description of t 
man they must have met a hundred times every London se 
son, well known, indeed, as he is, with his light blue coat ar 
his buckskin tights , his wide beaver hat , and his quene : h; 
ececntricitics, his wealth , and his great avarice are themes al 
London is acquainted with." — I pansed. 

A buz of acknowledgment and recognition followed , and I 
resumed; 

"Lord E — , you are aware , was a great musical amateor ; 
he was the leader of everything of that kind about town , and 
whenever he could prevail upon himself to open his hoose in 
Carlton-terrace , it was always to Lablaclie , and Rubini , and 
Marini, and therestof them. Well, itwasjustattheperiod 
of this Christmas visit — over which I may remark, enpassant^ 
Lady Blanche's indisposition cast a shade of gloom — that in 
making some alteration in the mansion , they discovered in a 
concealed press in the wall a mahogany case, on opening 
which were found the moth and worm-eaten remains of a 
violin. A parchment document , enclosed in a little scroll of 
brass, and which had escaped the ravages of time, ezplained 
that this was the Instrument of the celebrated Giacomo Bat- 
testa Pizzichetoni , the greatest violinist that ever lived — the 
composer of 'llDiavolo e la sua Moglia/ and the 'Balla di 
Paradiso ,' and many other great works , with which you are 
all familiär." 

The Company chorused asscnt , and I continued: — " The 
party had somehow not gone off well — the accustomed spirit 
and animation of the scene were wanting. Perhaps Lady 
Blanche's illness had some share in this ; in any case , every 
one seemed low and out of sorts , and the pleasant people 
talked of taking leave , when his Royal Highness proposed, 
by way of doing something , that they should have a raffle for 
this wonderful fiddle , of which, though only seen by the host 
and another^ every one was talking. 
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"Even this much of stir was hailed with enthusiasm, the 
secrecy and mystery increasing the interest to a high degree. 
The tickets were two guineas each; and Lord E—, dying to 
possess *a real Pizzichetoni ,' took twenty of them. The 
ntimber was limited to a huudred, but such was the judicious 
management of those who directed the proceedings , that the 
shares were at a *high premium,' on the day of drawing, his 
Koyal Highness actually buying up several at üve guineas 
a-piece. The excitement, too, was immense; eneyclopaedias 
were ransacked for histories of the violin, and its great pro- 
fessors and proficients. The * Conversations' Lexicon ' opened 
of itself at the letter P. , and Pizzichetoni's name turned up in 
every comer and on every theme , fifty times a-day. What a 
time I have heard that was ! nothing talked of but bow-action, 
shiffcing, bridging, double fingering, and the like, from 
moming tili night. Lord E - became , in consequence of this 
run about a favourite subject, a personage of more than ordi- 
nary importance; instead of being deemed, what he was 
commonly called at the clubs , the Great * Borassus ,' he was 
listened to with interest and attention; and, in fact, from 
the extent of his knowledge of the subject, and his acquaint- 
ance with every detail of Its history, each feit that to his Lord- 
ship ought by right to fall the fortunate ticket. 

"So did it, in fact, tum out. After much vacillation, 
with the last two numbers remained the final decision. One 
belonged to the Royal Duke, the other to Lord E— . * You 
shall have a hundred guineas for your chancc, E — ,' said the 
Duke, 'whatsayyou?' 

"' Your Royal Highness's wish is a command,' said he, 
bowing and blushing; *but were it otherwise, and to any 
other than your Royal Highness , I should as certainly say 
nay.' 

" * Then " " nay" " must be the ans wer to me also ; I cannot 
accept of such a sacrifice : and , after all , y ou are much more 
vrorthy of such a treasure than I am — I really only meant it 
for a present to Mori. ' jm 



iAji. 
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" *A present, your Royal Higbness!' cried he, horrifiec 
' I wouldn't give such a jewel to anythiug short of St. Cecili 
— the violin, youareaware, was her Instrument.* 

***Now, then, for our fortunes!' cried the Duke, as 1 
drew forth his ticket; 'I believe I'm the lucky one — this 
uumber 2000/ 

" * Two thousand and one!' exclaimed Lord E — , holdin 
up his, and in an ecstasy of triumph sat down to recov( 
himself. 

"*Here is the key, my Lord,' said one of the party, ac 
vancing towards him. 

"He sprang up, and thrust it into the lock ; in his agitatio 
he shook the box , and a slight , soft cadence , like a faint crj 
was heard. 

"*The soul of music hovers o'er it still,' he exclaime 
theatrically , and flinging back the lid, discovered — Me 
Yes , ladies and gentlemen , in a very smart white robe , wit 
very tasty embroidery, and a lace cap , which I am assure 
was pure Valenciennes , there I lay ! I am not aware whethe 
my infantine movements were peculiarly seductive or not-, bi 
I have been told that I went through my gamut at a key thj 
even overtopped the laughter around me. 

"* A very bad jest — a mauvaise plaisanterie of the won 
taste, I must say," said Lord E—, tuming away, and leavin 
the room. 

"I never righüy knew how the matter was afterwar( 
made up, but certainly it was by his Lordship's direction 
and at his Charge that 1 was nursed , reared , and educate 
My expenses at Eton and Oxford, as well as the cost of k 
conunission, came from him; and it was only a few days ag 
on leaming his death , that I also leamed the termination < 
my good fortune in life. He bequeathed me what he styk 
my 'family mansion' — the fiddle-case; thus repaying by th 
cruel jest the practical joke passed npon himself so mai 
yearg before." 

" What name did they give you , sir ? " 
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"I was called after the celebrated violiuist of Cremona, 
rho lived in the seventh centnry, who was named Cornelius 
i^rejanus, or, as some spell, Creganus; and, in compliance 
prith modern usages , they Anglicised me into Con Cregan." 

"I have the honour to propose Con Cregan's health ," said 
the President; "and may he see many happy years ere he 
nezt goes to sleep'in a wooden box ! '* 

This very gratifying toast was drank with the most flatter- 
ing acclamations, and I descended from the tribune the " man 
oftheevening." 

Ksome of the Company who put credence in my story did 
not hesitate to ascribe a streng interest in mc to the Royal 
Duke himself, others, who put less faith in my narrative, 
ihought less of my parentage and more of myself ; so that 
what I lost on one band , I gained on the other. 

There was a discretion , a certain shadowy prudery about 
certain portions of my story, of whichl have not attempted 
toconyey any notion here, but which I saw had " told" with 
the fair part of my audience , who , possibly not over rigid in 
many of their opinions , were well pleased with the delicate 
reaerve in which I shrouded my direct allusion to my paren- 
tage. Arough, red-whiskeredskipper, indeed, seemeddis- 
posed to pour a broadside into this mystery, by asking, "If 
hU royal highness never took any notice of me?" but the 
refined taste of the Company concurred in the diplomatic 
refiisal to answer a question of which the "hon. gentleman on 
the straw chair " had given " no notice." 

The pleasure of lie table — a very luscious bowl of the 
liquid which bore the mysterious epithet of "Thumbo-rig," 
aud which was a concoction of the genus punch, spiced, 
BQgared, and iced to a degree that concealed its awfiil 
tendency to anti-Mathewism — bright eyes that were no 
churls of their glances - — merry converse , and that wondrous 
''magnetism of the board," which we call good fellowship — 
uade the time pass rapidly. Toasts and sentiments of every 
Euhion went round, and we were political, literary, arbitrary, 
Mnatory, sentimental^ and satiric by tums. They yi^\^^V^%c- 
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supreme. Nor was bis title a bad one — be was the great 
entcrtaiuer of tbe wbole assembly. The refresbments were 
almost entirely of bis ordering, and tbe clink of bis dolltn 
might be heard keeping meny time witb tbe strains of the 
Yiolins. I watched bim witb some interest — I tboagbt I conld 
sec that , in descending to sucb companionsbip , there was a 
secret combat between bis self-respect and a stränge passion 
for seeiug lifc in low places, whicb, wben added to tbe flatteiy 
such a man invariably obtains from bis inferiors , is a dan- 
gerousand subtle teraptation. Themorel stadied bim, the i 
stronger grcw this conviction ; nay, at times, tbe expresncm 
of scom upon bis handsome features was legible even to the 
least reraarking. It was while I still continned to watch bin 
tbat be passed me , witb a dark Spanisb-looking girl npon his 
arm, when he tumed ronnd suddenly, and staring at me 
fixedly for a few seconds, said, "We met onee bdPore to- 
day!" 

"I am not aware of it," saidt, doubtingly. 

"Yes, yes. I never forget a face, least of all wben Ü 
resembles yours. I saw you this moming at the PicayuneJ" 

" True, I was there." | 

" What a precious set of rascals those fellows were. You 1 
supposcd that they were going to join the expedition. Not a k 
bit of it. Some were gamblers ; the greater number tbieves ' 
and pickpockcts. I kiiow them all ; and , indeed , I was going 
to warn you about them , for I saw you were a stranger , but I 
lost sight of you in the crowd. But there*8 the music. Will 
you have a partner?" 

" Witb all my beart," said r,^glad to encourage our farther 
acquaintance. 

** You speak Spanish?" 
"Nota Word." 

" Well , no matter. If you did you should have mine bere. 

But what say you to Mademoiselle Heloise, yonder? ~ abit 

/äded or bo; but I remembei bei fteeond 'Ballarina* at the | 

Havannab, onlj two years back." \ 
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I made the suitable acknowledgment; and the next 
moment saw me whirliug away in a waltz , at Icast in such an 
approximation to that measure as my Quebec experience 
■aggested , with a veiy highly rouged and black eyebrowed 
''danseuse." MyFrench was better thanmydancing; and so, 
Mademoiselle Heloise was satisfied to accept my arm , while 
we paraded the room , discussing the Company ^ter the most 
approved fashion. 

The French have a proverb , " Bote comme une danseuse," 
and I mn6t say that my fair friend did not prove an exccptiou. 
Her whole idea of life was limited to what takes place in 
rehearsal of a mofnir /, or on the night of representation. Shc 
reconnted to me b history from the time she had been a 
"Bat," — such is the'technical at the Grand Opera of Paris, — 
flying through the air on a wire , or sitting perilously perched 
npon a pasteboard cloud. Thence she had advanced to the 
State of Fairy Queen, or some winged messenger of thosc 
celestials whowear muslin trousers with gold stars,and always 
stand in the "fifth position." Passing through the grade of 
Swiss peasant, Turkish slave, and Neapolitan market -girl, 
she had at last arrived at the legitimate drama of "legs," 
yclept "ballet d*action;" and although neither her beauty 
nor abilities had been sufficient to achieve celebrity in l*aris, 
she was accounted a Taglioni in the "provinces ," and deemed 
worthy of exportation to the colonies. 

" Non contigit cuique adire Corinthum ! '* we cannot all 
hare our " loges " at the " Grand Opera ," and happy for us it 
is so , or what would become of the pleasure wo derive from 
tbird , fourth , and fifth-rate Performances elsewhere. True 
indeed , if truffles were a necessary of life , there would be a 
vast amount of inconvenience and suffenng. Now Made- 
moiselle Heloise, whose pirouettes were no more minded in 
Paris nor singled out for peculiar favour than one of the lamps 
in the row of footlights, was a kind of small idol in the 
Havannah. She had the good fortunc to live in an age when 
the heels take precedence of the head , and she shared in the 
enthnsiasm by which certain people in owx ^^7 N^Q\i\^ \>rcvxi% 
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back the heathen mythology for the benefit of the corps de 
ballet. 

Alas for fame ! in the very climax of her glory she grew fat! 
Nowflesh to a danseuse is like cowardice to a 8oldier,or shame 
to a lawyer — it is the irreconcilable quality. The gauzy 
natures who float to soft music must not sup. Every cutlet 
costs an "entrechat!" Hard and terrible condition of exist- 
ence , and proving how difiicult and self-denying a thlng it is 
to be an angel, even in this world! 

So much for Mademoiselle Heloise ; and if the reader be 
weary of her, so was I. 

" You 11 have to treather to a äupper,"whisperedPalkoner, 
as he passed me. 

* * r ve not a cent in my purse ," said I , thiuking it better to 
teil the truth than incur the reproach of stinginess. 

" Never mind — take mine," said he, as he dropped a veiy 
weighty purse into my coat-pocket , and moved away before I 
couid make any answer. 

Perhaps the greatest flattery an individual can receive is 
to win some acknowledgment of confidence from an utter 
stranger. To know that by the chance intercourse of a few 
minutes you have so impressed another, who never sawyoa 
before , that he is impelled at once to befriend and assist you, 
your self-esteem so pleasantly gratified, immediätely re-acts 
upon the cause, and you are at a loss whether most to applaud 
your own good gifts, or the ready wittedness of him who ap- 
preciated them so instantaneously. 

I was still hesitating, revolving doubtless the pleasant 
sense of flattery aforesaid, when Falkoner came flying past 
with his partner. "Order supper for four," eried he, as be 
whizzed by. 

"What does he say, moncher Comte?" said my partner. 

I translated his command, and found that the notion 
pleased her vastly. 

The dining-room by this time had been metamorphosed 

into a kind o£ coffee-room , with. smaU supper-tables , at which 

parties weie already assembAm^*, «bTA.\jÄx^^^\tfy« x^^Oil^^qil 
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aces, to con over the biil of fare, and discuss scoUoped 
»^sters , cold lobster , devilled haddock , and other like deli- 
cies. 

Falkoner soon joined us, and we sat down, the merriest 
lot in the room. I must have been brillianti I feel it so, 
is hour ; a kind of warm glow rushes to my cheeks as I think 
er that evening; and ho w the guests from the different parts 
the room drew gradually nearer and nearer to listen to the 
nverse at our table , and hear the smart things that kept 
ittering down like hail! What pressing invitations came 
>uring in upon me. The great Mastodon himself could not 
ive eaten a tithe of the breakfasts to which I was asked , nor 
Duld the grog-tub of a seventy-four contain all the rum-and- 
ater I was proffered by skippers lying ** in dock." 

Falkoner, however, pleased me more than the rest. There 
as something in his cordiality that didnot seemlike a passing 
ncy ; and I could not help feeling that however corrupted 
id run to waste by dissipation, there was good stuff about 
m. He interested me, too, on another score : he had formerly 
ade one of a Texan excursion that had penetrated even to 
16 Bio del Norte , and his escapes and adventures amused me 
ghly. The ladies, I believe , at last found us very ungallant 
ivaliers ; for they arose and left us talking over prairie life 
id the wild habits of the chace, tili day began to shine 
irough the Windows. 

" The Christobal sails to-morrow," said he, "forGalveston; 
iit even she, smart sailer that she is, will scarce arrive in time 
► catch these fellows. Here we are, at the fifth of the month ; 
16 ^eighth was to be the start: then that, supposing you to 
»ach Galveston by the seventh , gives you no time to get your 
it ready, look after arms, and buy anag. What say you, 
i6n, if we make a party of our own? — charter one of these 
nall craft — a hundred doUars or so will do it. We can then 
ike our time to pick up good cattle, look out for a couple o£ 
lules for our baggage, and a spare must^n^ ot ^^^ ^ \^ ^Xät^ä 
loald knock up. 

"Ae Confpssfons of Con Cregan, /. ^ 
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I concurred at once : the plan was fascination itself . Ad- 
venture , liberty , novelty , enterprise , and a dash of danger to 
heigliten all. Falkoner talked of dollars as if they macada- 
mized the road to St. Louis; and I, glowing with punch and 
pridc together, spoke of the expense as a mere trifle. To this 
hour I cannot say whether Ihad really mystified myself intothe 
notion that I possessed ample means , or was merely indnlging 
the passing pleasure of a delightful vision. So was it, how- 
ever : I smiled at the cheapness of everything , could scarcely 
fancy such a thing as a Mexican pony for eighty dollars; and 
laughed , actually laughed , at the price of the rifle , when all 
my worldly substance, at the moment, would not have pur- 
chased copper caps for it. 

"Don t go too expensively to work, Cregan," cried he; 
"and, above all, bring no European servant. A Mexican 
fellow — or , better still, a half-breed — is the thing for the 
prarries. You have to forget your Old World habits , and 
rough it." 

" So I can ," said I , laughing good-humouredly'; «Tm in a 
capital mind for a bit of sharp work too. Just before I left the 
90th, we made a forced march from St. John's, through the 
forest country, and I feel up to anything." 

" You'U not like the cattle at first. Tm afraid," said he, 
"they have that racking action the Yankees are fond of. 
There is a capital mare at Gralveston, if we could get her, 
"tiese fellows will snap her up, most likely." 

" Butcher's mare," said I, hazarding a guess. 

"Ah! youVe been looking after her already," said he, 
surprised. "Well, to teil you tho truth, that was one of my 
objects in coming here to-night. I heard that some of these 
skipper fellows had got the winning ticket: Ipaid twenty 
dollars to the office-clerk to see the number, and determined 
to buy it up. Here it is. Can you read these figures? for, 
hangme, if the punch, ortheheat, or thedancing, basnot 
made me quite dizzy." 

'^Let me see ; Number 438," aaidl, tepeating it a couple of 
times over. 
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" Yes , that is it. If I could have chanced on it, I'd have 
run down to-morrow by the Christobal, She lies about a mile 
out, and will weigh with the ebb, at eight o'clock. That mare 

— she küled Butcher by a down leap over arock, but never 
scratched herseif — is worth at least a thousand dollars." 

"loffered eight hundred for her onmerecharacter," said 
I , sitting back , and sipping my liquid with a most profound 
quietude. 

Falkoner was evidentlysurprised with this announcement; 
but more so from the rsJdsh indifference it betrayed about 
money, than as bespeaking me rieh and affluent. 

And thus we chatted away tili the black waiter made his 
appearance to open the Windows, and prepare for the work of 
the day. 

" Where are you stopping?" said Falkoner, as we arose 
£rom the table. 

"At Condor House," saidl, boldly giving the name of a 
very flash hotel, " But it's too noisy : I don*t like it." 

"Nor do I. It's confoundedly expensive, too. I wish 
you would come toHerrick's ; it is not quite so stylish perhaps, 
but I think the cookery is better, and you'd not pay five 
dollars a bottle for Madeira, and eight for Champagne." 

"That is smart," said I. "They've not let me have my 
bill yet; but I fancied they were costly folk." 

" Well , come and dine with me at Herrick's to-morrow, 
and decide for yourself." 

** Why not try the Condor with me ? " said I. 

" Another day, with all my heart , but I have a friend to- 
morrow: so come and meet him at six o'clock." 

I agreed ; and then we chatted on about London and town 
folks, in a way that, even with all I had drunk, amazed me for 
the cool impudence in which I indulged. 

"YouknewDeCourcy, of coursc," said he, after along 
run of mutual friends had becn disposed of. 

"Jack? " cried I , — "Jack de Courcy of tVvft Cq\ä&\xä?«sä 

— yes, I think I did. Jack and 1 ^et^ \\>5Ä\jit<2>VJöÄt^. "^^^ 
JUuft ßteeple ebaae I rode in Lreland "waa iot -^^^o"^ ^^<^ ^'^ 



. 260 THE CONFESSIONS OF CON CREGAN. 

Courcy; a little chestnut mare with agood deal of the Arab 
about her." 

"I remember her well, an active devil, but she couldn't go 
for more than half a mile." 

" Well, I managed to screw a race out of her." 

" You must teil me all about that to-morrow ; for I find my 
unfortunate head is like a bell with the Vibration of the last 
stroke of the hammer on it. Don't forget , to-morrow, sharp 
six. You'll meet nobody but Broughton.** 

"Dudley — Sir Dudley Broughton?" 

" The same. You know him then already ? Poor fellow ! 
he's terribly cut up ; but he'll be glad to see an old friend. 
Have you been much together ? " 

* * A great deal. I made a cruise with him in bis y acht , the 
Fireflyr 

"What a rare piece of fortune to have met you!" cried 
Falkoner, as he shook my band once more. And so , with the 
most fervent assurances of meeting on the morrow, we parted, 
he, to saunter slowly towards bis hotel, and I to stand in the 
middle of the street , and , as I wiped the Perspiration from my 
brow, to ask myself, had I gone clean mad. 

I was so overwhelmed by the shock of my own impudence, 
that I stood where Falkoner left me for füll five minutes, 
motionless and spelUbound. To have boasted of my intimacy 
with Captain de Courcy, although the Atlantic rolled between 
US, was bad enough in all conscience; but to have talked of 
Sir Dudley — the haughty, insolent, overbearing Sir Dudley 
Broughton — as "my old friend," was something that actually 
appalled me. How could my vain boastfulness have so far 
got the better of my natural keenness? how could my silly 
self-sufiiciency have carried me so far? "Ah!" thought I, 
"it was not the real Con Cregan who spoke such ineffable 
foUy ; these were the outpourings ofthat diabolical * Thumbo- 
rig.' " 

While, therefore, I entered into a bond with myself to 
esebew tbat insidious Compound miwfcvvi^, lalao adopted the 
/kr more imminent and impoTtaüt teaoW ^ ^ ^ä> T>;^xi«:^^^s^\fi. 
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New Orleans. Another sun must not sei upon me in that city, 
come what might. With a shudder I called to mind Sir 
Dudlej's own avowal of his passion as a hater, and I could not 
venture to confront auch danger. 

I accordingly hastened to my miserable lodging, and 
packing up my few clothes, now reduced to the compass of a 
bündle in a handkerchief, I paid my bill, and on a minute cal- 
culation of various pieces of stränge coinage , found myself 
tbe possessor of four doUars and a quarter, — a small sum, 
and something less than a cent for every ten miles I was re- 
moved from my native land. What meant the term " country," 
after all, to such as me? He has a country who possesses pro- 
perty in it, — whose interests tie him to the soil, where his 
name is known, and his presence recognised; but what coun- 
try belongs to him where no resting-place is found for his 
weary feet, — whose home is an inn, whose friends are the 
fellow-travellers with whom he has joumeyed? The ties of 
country, like those of kindred, are superstitions — high and 
holy ones sometimes, but still superstitions. Believe in them, 
if you can, and so much the better for you; but in some 
hour the conviction will come, that man is of every 
land. 

Thus pondering, I trudged along at a smart pace, my 
bandle on a stick over my Shoulder , never noticing the road, 
and only foUowing the way because it seemed to lead out of 
the city. It was a gorgeous morning; the sun glittered on 
the bright roofs, and lit up the gay terraces of the houses, 
where creepers of every tint and foliage were tastefully en- 
twined and festooned, as these people Imew so well to dispose. 
Servants were opening Windows, displaying handsomely- 
fiimished rooms, replete with every luxury, as I passed ; busy 
housemaids were brushing, and sweeping, and polishing; and 
shining niggers were beating carpets and shaking hearthrugs, 
while others were raking the gravel before the doors, or 
watering the rieh magnolias and cactuses that stood sentinel 
beneath the Windows. Carriages, too, -w^x^ ^^'^«käv'^^ ^cb^ 
hjgb-hred borsea cftanding out to be gcooTCÄ^ — ^«v^ös. ^*i 
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wealth, and of the luxuries of the rieh men, whose close-drawn 
curtains portended sleep. "Ay," thought I, " there are birn- 
dreds, here, whose weightiest evil woiüd be that they awoke 
an hour earlier than their wont — that their favourite Arab 
had stood on a sharp stone — that some rüde branch had 
scratched the rieh varnish on their chariot ; while I wander 
along, alone and friendless , my worldly sulwtance a few dol- 
lars. This disparity of eondition of eourse oeeurs to the mind 
of every poor man , but it only is a eanker to him who has had 
a glimpse , be it ever so fleeting, of a life of luxury and ease. 
For this reason, the servant-elass will always be a great 
souree of danger to our present soeial eondition; seeing the 
weakness , the folly, and sometimes the worse than fofly of 
those they serve — viewing, from a near point, theinterior 
lives ofthose who, seen from afar, are reekoned great and il- 
lustrious, they lose the prestige of respeet for the distingoish- 
ing quaJLities of Station, and only yield it to the outward sym- 
bols — the wealth and riehes. What Soeialists are our butlers! 
what Democrats our footmen! what Red Kepublieans are our 
Cooks l what a Leveller is the gardener ! For all your " yellow 
plush," you are Sanseulottes, every man of you. 

Now, I deem it a high testimony to my powers of judgment 
that I never entertained these views. On the contrary, I al- 
ways upheld the doetrine , that soeiety , like a broken thigh- 
bone, did best on an "inclined plane;" and I repudiated 
equality with the seom a man six feet high would feel were he 
told that the human Standard was to be four and a half. The 
only grudge I did feel towards the fortunate man of wealth 
was, that I should lose so many brilliant years of life in ac- 
quiring — for aequire it I would — what I would far rather 
employ in dispensing. A guinea at twenty is worth a hundred 
at thirty, a thousand at forty, a million at sixty ; — that's the 
geometrical mean of life. Glorious youth! that only needs 
" debentures " to be divine ! 

My head became elearer and my brain more unclouded, as 
I walked along in the free air of the moming, and I feit that 
wlth a cigajc I should bot\i com^oa^iTO^ \«k^^sÄ.i^!WÄS»^ «nd 
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cheat myself out of the necessity of a breakfast. Excellent 
weed ! that can make dulness imaginative , and imagination 
plodding; that renders stupid men companionable to clever 
ones, and gives a meek air of thought to the veiy flattest in- 
sipidity! 

I searched my pocket for the little case that contained my 
Manillas, butinvain; I tried another — likeresult. Howwas 
it? I always camed it in my great-coat ; had I been robbed? 
I could not help laughing at the thought , it sounded so in- 
effably comic. I essayed again, alas I with no better success. 
Could I have placed it in the breast-pocket ? What ! there is 
no breast-pocket! How is this, Con? has Thumbo-rig its in- 
fluence over you yet ? I passed my band across my brow, and 
tried to remember if the breast-pocket had only been a tradi- 
tion of another coat, or what had become of it. Pockets do 
not close from being empty , like county banks , nor do they 
dry up, like wells, from disuse. 

"No, no; there certainly was once one here." Asisaid 
this, what was my amazement to find that the pocket for which 
I had been searching had changed sides , and gone from left 
to rightl "Oh, this is too bad!" thought I; "with a little 
more punch, I could have fancied that I had put my coat on 
wrong-sided. Here is a mystery!" said I, "and now, to 
solve it patiently;" and so, I sat me down by the way- 
side, and, laying my bündle on the ground, began to 
reflect. 

Reflection, I soon found , was of no use. Habit — the in- 
stinct of custom — showed me that my pocket had always 
been to the left; my right band sought the spot with an almost 
mechanical Impulse , whereas my left wandered about like a 
man in search of his newly-taken lodging. As I came to this 
puzzling fact, my fingers, deeply immersed in the pocket, 
came in contact with a small leather case. I drew it forth ; it 
was not mine — I had never seen it before! I opened it; 
there was nothing within but a small piece of card^ withth<^ 
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words, ^'FullShare Ticket/' ontop, and, undemeath, the 
figures, "438." 

From the card , my eyes reverted to the coat itself ; and 
now I saw, with a surprise I cannot convey, that it was not my 
own coat , but another man's , I was wearing. The Negro at 
the ordinary had assisted me to put it on. It was the only 
one, indeed, remaining, as I came away, and some other had 
carriedoffmine. Sofar, it was a fair exchange, ofwhichl 
was not in any way accountable , seeing that I performed a 
mere passive part; taking — and even that unwillingly — 
what was left me. Certain thread-bare Symptoms aboutthe 
cuffs, and a missing button or two, also showed me that I was 
no gainer by the hart er. Was it worth while to go back? 
were the chances of recovering my own equal to the risk of 
being my seif discovered ? I thought not. It was decidedly a 
shabby vestment ; and, now that I examined it more closely, a 
very miserable Substitute for my own. I was vexed at the oc- 
currence , and could not help reflecting, in very severe terms, 
upon the breach of honour such an act displayed. " Lie down 
with dogs" — Master Con, says the adage — "and see if you 
don't get up with fleas !" " Such Company as you passed the 
evening with were assuredly not above a piece of roguery like 
this.*' Falkoner it could not be *, and I own that I was glad to 
know that , since he was much taller than me ; nor could I re- 
member one who was near enough my own size to make me 
suppose him the culprit; and so I ended by attributing the 
knavery to the Negro, who probably had kept this ancient 
vestment for a moment of Substitution. 

It may be inferred , from the difficulty of Solution in the 
case of this very simple occurrence, that my faculties were not 
preeminently clear and lucid, and that the vapour of the 
Thumbo-rig still hung heavily overme; such, lamboundto 
own, was the fact. Every event of the previous night was as 
shadowy and imperfect as might be. It was only during the 
last half hour of my conversation with Falkoner, thati was 
completely conscious of all said and done around me. Pre- 
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tIous to this, my mind had established a kind of Provisional 
Government over my rebellious ideas, ; and, like most such 
bodies, its edicts had litüe force, for thej were based on but a 
weak prestige. 

Now, then , came a question of this strange-looking piece 
of Card , with the nmnbers on which , by Bome wonderful pro- 
cess, I seemed to myself perfectly familiär — nay, I feit that 
they were, from some hidden cause, recorded facts in my me- 
mory. All I could remember of the night before threw little 
light upon the matter , and I wondered on, striving to pierce 
the dull mist of uncertainty that enveloped all my thoughts : 
by this time, I had reached the bank of the river, and could 
perceive about half a mile off, down the stream, a tall-masted 
smack, getting ready for sea -— her blue-Peter fluttered at the 
mast-head, and the pleasant ye-ho! of the sailors kepttime 
with the capstan-bars as theyheaved at the anchor. The wind 
was a nor'-wester, and beat with impatient gusts the loose 
canvas that hung ready to be shaken out, while the stream 
roshed rapidly along her sides. 

"Would I were to sail in you, wherever iyour voyage 
tended ! " was my exclamation ; and I sat down to watch the 
preparations, which the loud commands of the skipper seemed 
to hasten and press forward. So occupied was I with the stir 
and bustle on board the craft, whereeverything was done with 
alightning-speed, that I did not remark aboat's crew, who 
sat leaning on their oars, beside the wall of the stream ; and it 
was only when an accidental sound of their voices struck me 
that I saw them. 

" That'ff a signal to come away, Ben!" said one of the men. 
* * He*ll not wait nolonger ! " 

"And why should he lose a tide for any land-lugger of 
them all? It's not every day,besides, we get a nor'- wester like 
thisl" 

"Well! what d'ye mean to do?" asked the former 
Speaker. 

' * Give him ten minutes more, Ben," cried anoüvcx, " \ä*C% 
have a chance ofa dolJar a-piece, any \io^V' 
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not to tindergo any nnpleaeant scratmyinto mypastlife, or 
snj impertinent inquiry regarding mj Äitnre. 

Old Kit Tnrrel, theskipper, did not play the grand Inqui- 
sitor on me. His life had been for the most part passed in 
making the voyage to and from New Orleans and Galveston, 
where hc had, doubtless, seen sufficient of character to haye 
satisfied a glutton in eccentricily. There was not a ronaway 
rogue , or abandoned vagabond , that had left the coast for 
years back with whose history he was not familiär. You had 
but to give him a name , and out came the catalogae of his 
misdeeds on the instant. 

These revelations had a prodigious interest for me. They 
opened the book of human adventure at the very chapter 
I wanted. It was putting a keen edge upon the razor, to give 
me the "last fashion in knavery " — not to speak of the greater 
advantage of leaming the success attendant on eaeh , since 
**Kit" could teil precisely how it fared with every one who 
had passed through his hands. 

He enlightened me also as to these Texan ezpeditions, 
which, to use his own phrase, had never been anything better 
than " almighty swindles ," planted to catch young flats firom 
the north country, the southerns being all too ^'crank" to be 
done. 

"And is there no expedition in reality?" saidl, with all 
the horror of a man who had been seduced from home , and 
family, andfriends, underfalsepretences. 

" There do be a dash now and then into the Camanche 
trail , when buffaloes are plenty, or to bring down a stray 
bück or so, Mayhap, too, they cut off an Injian fellow or 
two, if he lingers too late in the fall ; and then they come back 
with wonderful stories of storming villages , and destroying 
war parties, and the rest of it; but we knows better. Most 
of 'em ere chaps are more used to picklocks than rifles , and 
can handle a *jemmy * better than a *bowieknife.' " 

" And in the present case , what kind of fellows are they? " 

He roUeä a tobacco quid from side to side of his mouth^ 
and seemed to hesitate wheüvex \ife ^o\3\öl «^^^ oss^. 
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"There is no danger with me, captain; I am an English- 
man , a perfect stranger here , and have never seen or heard 
of a man amongst them." 

"I see /Äaf," said he, "and your friends must be rank 
green *uns to let you go and join this trail , that's a fact." 

**Butwhatarethey?*' 

"Well, they call 'emselves horse-dealers ; but above 
Austin there, and along by Bexar, they call *em horse- 
stealers 1 " and he laughed heartily at the excessive droUery of 
the remark. 

"And where do they trade with their cattle?" 

"They sells *em here, or up in the States away north 
sometimes ; but they picks up the critters along the Chehuhua 
Line, or down by Aguaverde, or San Pueblo. IVe known 
*em to go to Mexico, too. When they don't get scalped they've 
rather good fun of it; but they squabble a bit now and then 
among 'emselves; and so there's a Texan proverb, "that 
buffalo-meat in spring is as rare as a mustang merchant with 
two eyes ! ' " 

" What does that mean? " 

"They gouge a bit down there, they do, — that's afact« 
IVe known two or three join the Ked men, and say Injians was 
better living with , than them 'ere." 

"I own your picture is not flattering." 

"Yes, but it be, though! You don't know them chaps; 
but I know 'em — ay, for nigh forty year. I'm a livin' on 
this 'ere passage , and I've seen 'em all. I knew Bowlin Sam, 
Ldidl" From the manner this was said, I saw that Bowlin 
3am was a celebrity, to be Ignorant of whom was to confess 
3ne*s seif an utter savage. 

" To be sure I was only a child at the time ; but I saw him 
3ome abroad with the negro fellow, that he followed up the 
Red river trail. They were two of the biggest fellows you 
3ould see. Sam stood six feet six-an'-a-quarter: the Black 
waß six feet four, — but he had a stoop in his Shoulders. Sam 
kracked him for two years; and many'a Vke öüö^^^ ^^1 V^ 
fetween 'em: but 8&m took him atlaat, %,ii.^^i«&\ÄQ\x^öX\össi. 
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all the way from Guajaqualle here, bound with bis hands 
behind bim, and a log of iron-wood in bis moutb ; for be could 
tear like a juguar. 

"Tbey were botb on *em ugly men — Sam, very ugly! 
Sam could untwist tbe strengest links of an iron boat-cbain, 
and t'otber fellow could bite a man-rope clean in two witb bis 
teetb. * Tbe black * eat notbiug from tbe time tbey took bim ; 
and when tbey put bim into tbe sbore-boat, in tberiver, be 
was so weak tbey bad to lift bim like a cbild. Well , out tbey 
rowed, iuto tbe middle of tbe stream, wbere tbe water is 
roughest amoug tbe *■ snags / and many a wbirl-pool dasbing 
round 'atween tbe bows of tbe *sawyers.' Tbat*8 tbe spot 
you're sure to see one of tbese young sbarks; — for the big 
cbaps knows better tban to look for tbeir wittals in dangerous 
places — wbile tbe water is black, at times, witb alligators. 
Well, as I was sayin', out tbey rowed; and just as tbey comes 
to tbis part of tbe stream, tbe black fellow giyes a sprmg, and 
drives botb bis beavy-ironed feet bang tbrougb tbe flooring- 
plank of tbe boat. It ^was past bailin*; tbey were bfiütf 
swamped before tbey could sbip tbeir oars : tbe minute after, 
tbey were all struggling in tbe river togetber. Tbere were 
three besides tbe nigger; but be was tbe only one ever 
toucbed land again. He was an Antigua cbap, tbat same 
nigger ; and tbey knows sbarks and caymans as we does dog- 
fish ; but for all tbat , be was all bloody, and bad lost part of 
one foot , wben be got asbore." 

" Wby bad be been captured ? wbat bad be done?" 

'^ Wbat badn't be done! tbat same black murdered more 

men as auy six in tbese parts; be it was bumed down Gbe- 

coat's mill up at Brandy Cove, witb all tbe people fastened up 

witbin. Tben be run away totbe *wasbins' atGuajaqualle, 

wbere be killed Colonel Rixon , as was over tbe * Placer.* He 

cut bim in two witb a bowieknife, and never a one guessed 

bow it bappened, as tbe juguars bad carried off two er tbi«e 

people from tbe *wasbins*; but tbe nigger got drunk on0 , 

night, and bega.n a cuttm! dowiit\ift^o\Mi^bftmlock trees, and J 

aajin* — 'Tbat's tbe waylmo^ftÖLÖLO^ni^xMfe^ ^^x^^ -i|| 
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hiB name was George Rixon. Then, he bolted, and was 
neyer seen more. Ali! he was a down-hard'un ! that fellow 
Crick." 

"Crick — Menelaus Crick!" said I, almost springmg up 
with amazement as I spoke. 

"Just so. YouVe heard enough of him 'fore now, I 
gaess." 

The skipper went on to talk about the negro's early ex- 
ploits , and the fearful life of crime which he had always pur- 
sued; but I heard little of what he said. The remeiiA)rance 
of the man himself, bowed down with years and sufPering, was 
before me; and I thought how terribly murder is expiated, 
eren in those cases where the guilty man is believed to have 
escaped. So is it, the dock, thednngeon, and the gallows, 
can be mercies in comparison with the self-torment of etemal 
fear, the terror of companionship , or the awfiil hell of soli- 
tudel The scene at Anticosti, and the terrific night in the 
Lower Town of Quebec , rose both together to my mind, and 
so absorbed my thoughts , that the old skipper, seeing my in- 
attention, and believing that I was weary and inclined for 
sleep, left me for the deck; and I lay still, pondering over 
these sad themes. ^ 

At last I roused myself and went on deck. The city had 
long since disappeared from view, and even the lowland at 
the mouth of the river had faded in the distance; while in- 
stead of the yellow poUuted flood of the Mississippi, the blue 
waves, shining and sparkling, danced merrily past, or broke 
in foam-sheets at the bow. The white sails were bent like 
boards , firm and immovable before the breeze , and the swift 
yessel darted her way onward as proudly as though her 
freight were something prouder and better than a poor ad- 
venturer, without one in the wide world who cared whether he 
won or lost the game with.Fortune. 

My spirits rose every mile we left New Orleans behind us ; 
I fAt besides , that to bring my skill to such a market ^ ^^^s^ 

to carry "coals to Newcastle:" not , feoia. ^^ ^^«x^V^^"^ 
$oant, did Texas offer a mucb more ia,NO\a935Aft ^€A, "Äss^- 
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v.wQTy it smacked of adventuie; the very name had a chann 
for me, and I thought I should far rather confront actaal 
danger than live a life of petty schemeä and small expedients. 
But, what a stränge crucible is the hnman heart! here was I, 
placed in a Situation to wbich an incident had elevated me — 
of a kind which a more scrupulous sense of honour would have 
made some shudder at — fancying, ay, and persuading my- 
selftoo, that, in themain, I possessed very admirable senti- 
ments and most laudable ambitions; — that the oceasional 
littlastraits to which I was reduced, were only so many practi- 
ca! jokes played on me by " Fate ," which took , doubtless , a 
high delight in the ingenuity by which I always feil on my 
feet, — while I feit certain, that, were I only fairly treated, 
a more upright , honourable , straightforward young gentle- 
man never lived than I should prove ! 

"Let Dame Fortune only deal me trumps," saidl, "and 
FU promise never 'to look into myneighbour's band.*" G«ntle 
reader, you smile at my humility; — well, then, it's clear 
you are neither a secretary of state , nor a railway director — 
that's all. 

We dropped anchor off Galveston just as the sun was 
setting; and the evening being calm, and the reflection of the 
houses and steeples in the water sharp and defined , the seene 
was sufficiently striking. The city itself was more important 
as to size and wealth than I had anticipated, and the office of 
the " Texan Expedition," held at the "Moon," a great coffee- 
house on the Quay , impressed me most favourably with the 
respectability and pretensions of my "Co-expeditionaries." 
Old Kit presented me to the Secretary — a very knavish- 
looking fellow in spectacles of black ganze — as the winner of 
the great prize ; which, to my excessive mortification, I leamed 
was at Houston, about eighty miles further up the Bay. 

I apologized for my careless dress , by stating that my bag- 
^a^e had been unfortunately left behind at New Orleans ; 
tiat in my haste I had "been o\i\\^^ÖL\ö ^ome on board 
actually nothing but the f ew doWÄTÄl^DÄ^VxvusEf ^^^^^x^ 
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"Tliat's a misfortune easily repaired, sir," said the gauze- 
ejred Secretary, — "you can have your * credit* cashed here 
just as liberally as at any town in the country." 

** I have no doubt of that ," responded I, somewhat tartly, 
for I did not fancy this allusion to banks and bankers — "but 
all my papers are in my portmanteau." 

"Provoking, certainly," said he, taking a long pinch 
of snuff, — "ain'tit, Kit?" 

But Kit only scratched his nose, and looked puzzled. 

"Are your bankers, Vicars and Bull, sir?'* 

" No," said I , " my credits are all on a northem house : but 
I fancy my name is tolerably well known. You've heard of the 
Cregans, Isuppose?" 

** Cregan — Cregan," repeated he a couple of times : then 
opening a huge ledger at the letter C , ran his eye down a long 
ßolumn. * * Crabtree — Crossley — Croxam — Crebell — Creffet 
— Cregmore. It is not Cregmore , sir?" 

** No , Cregan is the name." 

"Ah, well, there's no Cregan. There was a Cregmore 
wAB * lynched ' here , I see by the mark in the book , and we 
have a small trunk waiting to be claimed belonging to him." 

" That ain't the fellow as purtended to be winner of the 
Waggon team that was lotteried here a twelvemonth since , is 
it?" said Kit. 

" Yes, but it is, though. He made out he hadthe ticket 
all right and straight, when up comes one Colonel Jabus 
Harper , and showed the real thing ; and the chaps took it up 
hotly , and they lynched Cregmore that evening." 

"Yes, sir, that*s afact," quothKit. 

* * What was the penalty ? " asked I , with a most imposing 
indifference. 

** They hanged him up at Hall's Court yonder. I ain*t sure 
if he beVt hanging there still." 

"And this packet," said I — for the theme was excessively 
listasteful — " when does she sail?" 

* * She Starts to-night , at twelve — fiia\, c^va. .» \.^ <^ ^^3^^n«»\ 
lifiota^e, one-twenty" 

S%0 Confessions of Con Cregan. U ^^ 
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'^Thank you/' said I, touching my hat, with tke oim- 
descending air one occasionally employs to humOiste m 
inferior , by its mingled pride and coortesy ; and I tunied into 
the Street. 

"You ain't a-goin' to Hall's Court, are you?" said Kit, 
overtaking me. 

" Of course not ," responded I , indignantly. " Such sights 
are anything but pleasurable." 

*^He ain't all right, that *un," said Gauze^eyes, as old 
Kit reentered the office, and I stepped back to listen. 

"Well, Idon'tknow," mutteredtheother: "Fmathink- 
ing it be doubtful, sir. He han't got much clink with him, 
that's a fact." 

"I have half a mind to send Chico up in the boat to-night, 
just to dodge him a bit." 

"Well, yemightdoit," yawnedtheother; "but Chico is 
such an ahnighty willain that hell make him out a rogue or a 
swindler, at all events." 

" Chico IS smart, that I do confess," said the other , with a 
grin. 

"And he do look so uncommon like a vagabond, too, 
Chico, I don't like him." 

"He can look like anything he pleases, Chico can. IVe 
seen him pass for a Pawnee , and no one ever disciver it" 

"He's a rank coward, for all that," rejoined the skipper*, 
" and he can put no disguise upon ihat.'^ 

The sound of f eet , indicative of leaving , made me hasten 
from the spot , but in a mood far from comfortable. With the 
fate of my ingenious predecessor in "Hall's Court" before me, 
and the small possibility of escaping the shrewd investigations 
of " Chico ," I really knew not what course to foUow. The 
more I reflected , however , the less choice was there at my 
disposal; the bold line, as generally happens, being not a 
whit more dangerous than the timid path , since , were I to 
ahanäon mj prize, and not proceed to Houston, the inerüaUa 
Chico would only be the more ceitaVa. \ö öaä^w^t \sä. . J 
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My mind was made up , and stepping into a shop I ex- 
nded two of my four dollars in the purchase of a "revolver" 
second-hand, but an excellent weapon, and tme as gold. 
few Cents supplied me with some balls and powder; and, 
IIS provided, I took my way towards the wharf where 
e steamer lay, akeady maklng some indicative signs of 
ädiness. 

I took a steerage passage; and, not knowing where or 
•w to dispose of myself in the interval before starting, I 
imbered into a boat on deck, and, with my bündle for 
pillow , feil into a pleasant doze. It was not so much sleep 

a semi-waking state , that merely dulled and dimmed im- 
essions — a frame of mind I have often found very favour- 
)le to thought. One is often enabled to examine a question 
this wise ; as they look at the sun through a smoked glass, 
id observe the glittering object without being blihded by 
i brilliancy. I suppose the time I passed in this manner was 

near an approach to low spirits as I am capable of feeling ; 
r , of regulär downright depression , I know as little as did 
elson of fear. 

I bethought me seriously of the "scrape" in which I found 
yself , and reflected with considerable misgivings upon the 
mmary principles of justice in vogue around me; and yet 
e knavery was not of my own seeking. Like FalstaflTs 
mour, it was "thrustuponme." I was innocent of all plot 
• device. "Le diable qui se mele en tout'* — never was there 
truer saying — would have it that I should exchange coats 
ith another, and that this confounded ticket should be the 
»mpensation for worn seams and absent buttons. 

I have no doubt , thought I , but that ^^ Honesty is the best 
)licy," pretty much upon the same principle that even a dead 
dm is better than a hurricane. But to ^im who desires "pro- 
ress," on whose heart the word "onwaed" is written, the 
im is lethargy , while the storm may proye propitious. I 
:en tried to persuade myself that even this adv^ofcoctfe^^Äxä^^ 
>t tum out ill ; not that I could by ooy m'gecNötej ^wöä^^ss^ 
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it should prove otberwise , but I knew that Fortune is as skil- 
ful as she is kind , and so I left the whole Charge to her. 

Is it my fault, I exclaimed, that I am not rieh , and well- 
bom, andgreat? Show me any one who would have enjoyed 
such Privileges more. Is it my fault that , being poor, ignoble, 
and lowly in condition , I have tastes and aspirations at war 
with my Situation? — these ought rather to be stimulants to 
exertion than caprices of Fortune. I like the theory better, 
too ; and is it not hard to be condemned for the devices I am 
reduced to employ to combat such natural evils? If the 
prisoner severs his fetters with an old nail, it is because he 
does not possess the luxury of a file^or a " cold chisel." As for 
me, the employment of small and insignificant means is highly 
distasteful: instead of following the lone mountain-path on 
foot, I'ddrive "life'shighroad"four-in-hand, ificould. 

The furious rush of the escape-steam , the quick coming 
and going of feet, the heavy banging of luggage on the deck, 
and all the other unmistakeable signs of approaching depar- 
ture , aroused me , as I lay patiently contemplating the bustle 
of leave-taking, hand-shaking, and embracing, in which I 
had no share. A lantem at the gangway lit up each face that 
passed, and I strained my eyes to mark, one, the only one, 
in whom I was interested. As I knew not whether the in- 
genious Chico were young or old, short, slim, fat, or six 
foot — whether brown or fair, smooth-faced orbearded, my 
observations were necessarily uniyersal , and I was compelled 
to let none escape me. 

At first , each passenger appeared to be " him ,'* and then, 
after a few minutes I gave up the hope of detection. There 
were fellows whose exterior might mean anything — large, 
loose-coated figures, with leather overalLs and riding-whips, 
many of them with pistols at their girdles , and one or two 
wearing swords , parading the deck on efory side. It needed 
not the accompaniment of horse-gear , sacldles , holsters, hal- 
ters, and cavessons, to show that they belonged to a fra- 
temity which , in every land of the Old World or the New, 
Jios a prescnpiiYe claim to knavery, k\>i\iwv^ ^ q£ tKem 
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Rrere natives of the United States , neither in their dark brown 
3omplexions , deep moustaches and whiskers, and stränge 
^estures , was there any trace ofthat land which we persist in 
ieeming so purely Anglo-Saxon. The prairie and the hunting- 
^ound j the life of bivouac and the habit of danger, had im- 
parted its character to their looks; and there was, besides, 
bhat air of swagger and braggadocio so essentially the type 
3f your trafficker in horse-flesh. 

If my attention had not been tumed to another subject , I 
would willingly have studied a little the sayings and doings 
of this peculiar ciass , seeing that it might yet be my lot to 
form one of "the brotherhood ; " but my thoughts were too 
deeply interested in discovering "Chico," whose presence in 
the same ship with me actually weighed on my mind like the 
terror of a phantom. 

"Can this be him?" was the question which arose to 
my heart as figure after figure passed near me where I lay ; 
but the careless indolent look of the passenger as regularly 
Qegatived the suspicion. We were now under weigh, steaming 
along in still water with all the tremendous power of our high- 
pressure engines, which shook the vessel as though they 
would rend its strong framework asunder. The night was 
beautifully calm and mild, and although without a moon, 
the sky sparkled with a thousand stars, many of which were 
of size and brilliancy to throw long columns of light across 
the bay. 

The throb of the great sea monster, as she cleared her 
way through the water , was the only soond heard in the still- 
ness; for although few had "gonebelow," the groups seated 
about the deck either smoked in silence , or talked in low , in- 
distinct tones. 

I lay gazing at the heavens, and wondering within myself 
which of those glittering orbs above me was gracious enough 
to preside over the life and adventures of Con Cregan; "some 
dim, indistinct, little spangle it must be," thought I, — 
"some forgotten planet of small reputÄtiOTi^ \n^ \sa ^csväsjfO^ 
IB. Isbouldü't wonder if it were tYiat\i\.i\.ft ^V^AöOss^m:^^'^^' 
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that winks at me from the edge of yonder cloud , and seems to 
say, *Lie still, Con — keep close, my lad — there'8 danger 
near.' '* Ab 1 half-muttered this to myself , a dark object 
intervened bctween me and the sky, a large black disc, 
shutting out completely the brilliant fretwork on which I 
had been gazing. As I looked again, I saw it was the hnge 
broad-brimmed hat of a Padre — one of those felted coiJ- 
Seattles which make the most venerable faces grotesque and 
ridiculous. 

Lying down in the bottom of the boaj;, I was able to take 
a deliberate survey of the priest*s features, while he could 
barely deteet the dark outline of my figure. He was thick and 
swarthy, with jet-black eyes, and a long-pointed chin. There 
was something Spanish in the face , and yet more of the In- 
dian; at least, the projecting cheek-bones and the gaont 
hoUow cheeks favoured that suspicion. 

From the length of time he stood peering at me, I oould 
perceive that it was not a passing Impulse , but that his curio- 
sity was considerable. This Impression was scarcely con- 
ceived ere proved; 'as, taking a small lantem firom the 
binnacle, he approached the boat, and held it orer me. 
Affecting a heavy slumber , I snored loudly , and lay perfecüy 
still, while he examined my face, bending over me as I lay, 
and marking each detail of my dress and appearance. 

As if tuming in my sleep , I contrived to alter my position 
in such a manner that, covering my face with my arm, I 
could watch the Padre. 

'^Came on board alone, said you?" asked he of a litüe 
dirty urchin of a cabin-boy, at his side. 

"Yes, father; about two hours before we le£t the har- 
bour." 

" No luggage of any kind?" 

^'A bündle, father; that under his head, and notimig 
more." 

" Did he speak to you, or ask any questions?" 

''Only at what time weslio\dd reach. Houston, and if the 
' White Hart waa near the Qxiay "^^ '' 
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"And then he lay down in the boat here?" 

" Just so. I saw no more of him after." 

^* That will do/' said the Padre, handing the lantem to 
the boy. 

That will do I thought I also. Master Chico, if you know 
me, I know you as well ! 

The game was now begun between us — at least, so I feit 
it. I lay watching my adversary, who slowly paced back- 
wards and forwards, stopping now and thentopeep intothe 
boat, and doubtless conning over in his own mind his plan of 
attack. 

We were to land some passengers, and take in some wood 
at a little place called Fork Island, and here I was half de- 
termined within myself that my voyage should end. That 
"Chico" had discovered me was clear; the Padre could be 
no other than him, and that he would inevitably hunt me 
down at Austin was no less evident. Npw, discovery and 
^^Lynching" woge but links of the same chain, and I had no 
fancy to figure as " No. 2," in Hall's Court! 

The silence on the deck soon showed that most of the pas- 
sengers had gone below, and, so far as I could see in the un- 
certain light, "Chico" with them. I arose, therefore, from 
my hard couch to take a little exercise, which my cramped 
limbs stood in need of. A light drizzling rain had begun to 
fall, which made the deck slippery and uncomfortable, and 
so I took my stand at the door of the cook*s galley, into which 
two or three of the crew had sought refiige. 

As the rain feil the fog thickened, so that, standing close 
in to shore, the skipper slackened our speed, tili at last we 
barely moved through the water. Not aware of the reason, I 
asked one of the sailors for an explanation. 

"It's the dirty weather, I reckon," said he, sulky at being 
questioned. 

"Impatient, I suppose, to get the joumey over, my young 
friend? " said a low silky voice, which at once reminded me of 
that I had already heard whenllay mtVi<&\^Q«^ ^.\sssä^ 
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and it was the Padre, who, with an umbrella over him, was 
Standing beside me. 

" I'm not much of a sailor, Father/' replie d I, saluting him 
respectfully as I spoke.. 

"More accustomed to the saddle than the poop-deck?" 
Said he, smiling blandly. 

I nodded assent, and he went on with some passing genera- 
lities about sea and land life — mere skirmishing, as I saw, to 
invite conversation. 

Partly weariness, partly a sense of discomfort at the per- 
secution of this man's presence, made me sigh heavily. I had 
not perceived it myself, but he remarked it immediately, and 
said: 

" You are depressed in spirit, my son ; something is weigh- 
ing on your heart ! " 

I looked up at him, and, guided possibly by my suspicion 
of his real character, I saw, or thought I saw, a twinkling 
glitter of his dark eye, as though he was*approaching the 
theme on which he was bent. 

"Yes, Father!" replied I, with a voice of well-feigned 
emotion; "my heart is indeed heavy; but" — here I assumed 
a more daring tone — "I must not despond for all that ! " 

I walked away as I spoke, and retiring, sat down near the 
wheel, as if to meditate. I judged that the Padre would soon 
foUow me, nor was I wrong ; I was not many minutes seated 
ere he stood at my side. 

"I see," said he, in a mild voice — "I see, from the re- 
spect of your manner, that you are one of our own people — a 
good son of the church. What is your native country ? " 

"Ireland, Father," saidl, with a sigh. 

" A blessed land, indeed!" said he, benignly; "happy in 
its peaceful inhabitants — simple-minded and industrious!" 

I assented, like a good patriot, but not without misgivings 
that he inight have been just as happy in another selection of 
our good ^tB, 
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haye known many of your countrymen," resumed he, 
hey all impressed me with the same esteem. All, alike 
temperate, and tranquilly disposed." 
ist so, sir ; and the cruelty is, nobody gives them credit 

1 , my son , there you are in error. The Old World 
3, and indeed I have heard that it is, ungenerous; but 
udices cannot cross the oeean. Here we estimate men 
our prejudices but by their merits. Here, we recognise 
shman as Natura has made him — docile, confiding, 
igle-hearted; slowtoanger, and ever ready to control 
sions!" 

bat's exactly his Portrait, Father!" saidl, enthusiasti- 
'' Without a double of any kind, — a creature that does 
)w a wile or a stratagem ! " 

j Priest seemed so captivated by my patriotism and my 
IS warmth , that he sat down beside me, and we con- 
to make Ireland still our theme ; each vying with the 
who could say most in praise ofthat country. 
7as at the close of a somewhat long disquisition upon 
iparative merits of Ireland and the Garden of Eden, — 
3h, I am bound to say, the balance inclined to the 

— that the Padre, as if Struck by a sudden thought, 
ed, 

3u are the very first of your nation I ever met in a frame 
1 disposed to melancholy! I have just been runnlng 
3 myself , all the Irishmen I ever knew, and I cannot 
le that had a particle of gloom or sorrow about him." 
3r had I, Father," said I, with emotion; "nor did I 
rhat sorrow was, tili three days back! I was light- 
l and happy — the world went well with me, and I was 
: with the world. I will not trouble you with my story •, 

when I say, that I came abroad to indulge a taste for 
ire and enterprise , and that the New World böÄ wo»^ 
nnted my expectations. If I speiit tcloti«^ ^X^XJöäXr»^ 
m odd grumhle or so from 't\ie govcraöx'' ^^^ '^^ 
loud that shaded my horizou, Au ot\7 ^0»^^ ^^"^«^»^ö*^ 
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I pushed that prerogative somewhat too far; but our estate is 
unencumbered, and my father's habits are the reverse of ex- 
travagant, — for a man of bis class I might call them down- 
right rustic in simplicity. Alas! whj do I tbink of these 
things ? I have done with them for ever." 

"Nay, nay; you must not give way thus. Itisverymi- 
likely that one young as you are can have any real guüt upon 
his conscience." 

"Not yet, Fatber," said I, with a shudder, — "not yet; 
but who can teil how it may be with me to-morrow or next day ? 
— wbat a different answer sbould I have to give your question 
then!" 

" This is some fancy — some trick of a warm and ill- 
regulated Imagination, my son." 

"It is the language my heart pours from my lips," said I, 
grasping his band, as if with irrepressible emotion. " I have 
a heavy crime here — here ! " and I Struck my breast violently ; 
"and if it be as yet unaccomplisbed, the shadow of the guilt 
is on me already." 

"Sit still, my son — sit still, and listen to me," said he, 
restraining me, asiwas about to rise; "to whom can you 
reveal these mysterious terrors more fittingly than to me? Be 
candid — teil me wbat weighs upon your heart. It may be 
that a mere word ofmine can give you courage and calm." 

" That cannot be," said I, firmly ; "you speak in kindness, 
but you know not wbat you promise. I am under a vow, 
Father — I am under a vow." 

"Well, myson, there are many vows meritorious. There 
are vows of penitence, and of chastity, and of abstinence — " 

* * Mine is none of these," said I, with a low guttural utter- 
ance, asifl was bitingeach word Ispoke. 

" Vows of chatisement — " 

"Not that — not that either!" cried I; then, dropping 

my voice to a low whisper, I said, "I have swom a solemn 

oath to commit a murder ! I know the füll guilt of wbat is be* 

fore me — I see all the consequences, both here and bereafter ; 

but my word ib pledged — 1 Yiav^ takftXL >ösä ^«KK^^n^ ^«c^xy 
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leremony that can give it solemnity, and , — I'll go through 
jfithitl" 

"There is a mystery in all this," said the Padre; "you 
nust recount the circumstances of this singular pledge, ere I 
Jan give you either comfort or counsel." 

* ' I look for neither — I hope for neither ! " said I, wringing 
ny hands; "but you shall hear my story — you are the last 
fco whom I can ever reveal it ! I amved at New Orleans about 
i fortnight ago, on a yacht cruise with a Mend of mine, of 
(rhose name, at least, you may have heard — Sir Dudley 
Broughton." 

"The owner of a handsome schooner, the Firefly^" said 
^he Padre, with an animation on the subject, not quite in 
keeping with his costume. 

"Thesame — you are, then, acquaintedwithhim?" 

" Oh no ; I was accidentally standing on the wharf when 
lis yacht came up the river at New Orleans." 

" You didn't remark ayoung manon the poop, in a fora- 
ying cap, with a gold band round it?" 

" I cannot say I did." 

" He carried a key-4}ugle in his band." 

"I did not perceire him." 

** That was me ; how different was I then ! Well , well — 
m hasten on. We arrived at New Orleans, not quite de- 
bermined whither next we should bend our steps ; and hearing, 
3y mere accident, of thisTexan expedition, we took it into our 
leads we would join it. On inquiring about the matter, we 
Pound that a lottery was in progress, the prizes of which were 
rarious portions of equipment , horses, mules, baggage, ne- 
^oes , and so on. For this — just out of caprice — we took 
leveral tickets ; but as, from one cause or other, the drawing 
E^as delayed, we lingered on, going each day to the office, 
uid there, making acquaintance with a number of fellows 
interested in the expedition , but whose manner and style, I 
leed scarcely say, were not good recommendations to in- 
bimacy. Broughton, however, always Ukftd. iVisa^ ^kssä^ ^ 
thiii^; low compsmy, with him, liad «X^w^i^^ ^Jsv^Oöaass^^ "*s^ 
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amosement that he coold resign whenever he fancied. Now, 
as he grew more intimate with these fellows, he obtained ad- 
mission into a kind of club they held in an obscnre part of the 
town, and thither we generally repaired everj erening, wfaen 
too late for any more correct society. They were all, or at 
least they affected to be, interested in Texan expeditions; 
and the conversation never took any other tarn than what 
concemed these objects; and if, at first, oorOld World no- 
tions were shocked at their indifference to life — the reckleas 
disregard of honoor and good faith they eyinced, we came, by 
degrees, to feel that the moral code of the Prairies permitted 
many things which were never sanetioned in more cultiyated 
latitudes. 

^'Broughton entered into all this with a most extraordinary 
interest. Nothing seemed too wild, too abandoned, and too 
outrageous , for his notions ; and I shame to say it, he soon 
made me a convert to his opinions. His constant speech was, 
^Be as virtuoas as you please, my dear fellow, among ladies 
and gentlemen; but pray, fight Choetaws, Pawnees, and 
half-breeds with their own weapons, which are either a trick 
or a tomahawk.* I never liked the theory ; but partly from 
a yielding pliancy of disposition, and in great measure from 
being shamed into it, I gave way, and joined him in all the 
pledges he gave, to go through with anything the expedition 
exaeted. I must be brief — that light yonder is on Fork Island, 
where we stop to take in wood, and ere we reach it, I must 
make up my mind to one course or other. 

*^As the time for the starting of the expedition drewnigh, 
the various plans and schemes became the theme of nightly 
discussion ; and we heard of nothing but guides and trails, 
where grass was to be found for the cattle , and where water 
could be had , with significant hints about certain places and 
people who were known, or believed to be inimical to these 
excursions. Thus on the map were marked certain yillages 
which might be put under contribution, and certain log-houses 
which should be made to pay a heavy impost; here, it was a 
convent to he mulcted , and tVi^xe ^ ^ ^\.ot^ q\ ^ \&\ll to be 



THE CONPESSIONS OF CON CREGAN. 285 

burned! In fact, tbe expedition seemed to have as many 
vengeanceB to falfil as hopes of gam to gratify; for each had 
a friend who was maltreated, or robbed, or murdered, and 
whose fate or fortunes required an expiation — but I weary 
you, Padre, withallthis?" 

"Not at all, my son-, I recognise perfectly tbe accuracy 
of your account. I have heard a good deal about tbese 
people." 

" There was one individual , howeyer, so universally de- 
tested , that you would suppose he must have been a kind of 
devil incamate to have incurred such general hate. Every 
one had a grudge against bim , and , in fact , there was a kind 
of struggle who should be allotted to wreak on him tbe com- 
mon vengeance of tbe Company. It was at last decided that 
bis fate should be lotteried, and that whoever won tbe first 
prize — this mare of which you may have heard — should also 
win tbe right to finish this wretched man. I gained this in- 
famous distinction; and here am I, on my way to claim my 
prize and commit a murder! Ay, I may as well employ tbe 
true word — it is nothing less than a murder ! I have not even 
tbe poor excuse of revenge. I cannot pretend that he ever in- 
jured me : nay, I have not even seen him ; I never heard of bis 
Qame tili two days ago ; nor, even now, could I succeed in 
finding him out if I were not provided with certain clues at 
Elouston, and certain guides by whose aid I am to track him. 
Ddy oathis pledged; I swore it solemnly, that, if the lot feil 
lipon me, rddothedeed, and doiti will; yet, lamequally 
resolved never to survive it." — Here, I produced my revolver. 
— "If this barrel be for the unlucky Chico, this other is for 
myself ! " 

"What name did you say," cried he, with a faltering 
roice, while bis band, as he laid it on my arm, shook like 
Eigue. 

"Chico tbe wretch is called," I said, fixing a cap on my 
3istol. 

"And why call him a wretch, my son? H&a bfe ^-^«^xk^osä^ 
^ou? How do you know that \sa ia noY. ^otcä ^<i^x "^Ksa.^^- 
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hearted creature , the father of five children , one of tbem ft 
baby, perhaps? How can you teil the difficolties by whicb 
he gains bis living, and the bazard to whicb be exposes bis 
life in doing so? And is it to injure such a man you will go 
down to your own grave an assassin?'* 

'a'lldoit," saidl, doggedly— "rUkeepmyoath." 
" Such an oatb never bound any man — it is a snare of 
Satan." 

" So it may — 1*11 keep it ," said I ; beating the deck with 
my foot, with the dogged determination of one not to be 
tumed from bis purpose. 

" Kill in cold blood a man you never saw before?" 

'^Just so: I am not going to tbink of him, wben I set so 

little störe by bimself ; I only wisb the fellow were here now, 

and rd show you wbetber Fd falter or not." 

"Poor Chico — I could weep for bim!" said he, blub- 
bering. 

"Keep your pity for me," saidl; "/, tbat am bound by 
this terrible oatb , and must eitber stamp myself a coward or 
a murderer. As for Chico , I believe a more wortbless wretch 
never existed — a poor mean-spirited creature , wbose trade 
is to be a spy, and by wbose cursed machinations many a fine 
fellow has been ruined." 

"You are all wrong, sir," said the Padre, warmly. *'I 
know the man myself ; heis an amiable, kind-hearted being, 
tbat never harmed any one." 

" He's the fellow to die , then ! " said I , roughly. 

"He has a small family, unprovided for." 

" They have the inberitance of bis virtues," said I , scoff- 
ingly. 

" Can you have the heart for such cruelty ?" cried he, al- 
most sobbing. 

" Come with me wben I land at Houston , and see — that*8 

all ! " said I. " A few minutes back I was hesitating wbetber I 

would not land at this Island , and abandon my purpose. The 

weakneas is now over*, liee\«kV\TvÄ.^ii^^Ti^cM^^s^\s\t ^owin^ 
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ap within me already ; I cannot think of the fellow without a 
sense of loatliing and hatred ! " 

" Lie down , my son , and compose yourself for an hour or 
two; sleep and rest will calm your agitated brain, and you 
will then listen to my counsels with profit; yourpresent ex- 
citement overmasters your reason, and my words would be of 
no effect." 

" I know it — I feel it here , across my temples — that it is 
a kind of paroxysm; but I never close my eyes that I do not 
fancy I see the fellow, now, in one shape , now, in another, 
for he can assume a thousand disguises ; while in my ears his 
accursed name is always ringing.'* 

"I pity you from my heart ! " said the other ; and certainly 
a sadder expression I never saw in any human face before. 
"But go down below — go down , I beseech you." 

"I have only taken a deck-passage," said I, doggedly; 
— "I determined that I would see no one — speak to no one." 

"Nor need you, my son," said he, coaxingly. "They 
are all sound asleep in the after-cabin — take my berth — I do 
not want it — I am always better upon deck." 

" If you will have it so ," said I , yielding ; " but , for your 
life, not a word of what I have said to you! Do not deceive 
yourself by any false idea of humanity. Were you to shoot 
me where I stand, you could not save Um — his doom is 
spoken. If I fall , there is Broughton , and after him , a score 
of others , swom to do the work." 

" Lie down and calm yourself," said he , leading me to the 
companion-ladder ; " we must speak of this to-morrow." 

I squeezed his hand, and slowly descended to the cabin. 
At first the thought occurred to me that he might give the 
alarm and have me seized ; but then this would expose him so 
palpably to my recognition , should I chance to escape, it was 
unlikely he would do so : the stillness on deck showed me I 
was correct in this latter estimate, and so I tumed into his 
comfortable berth; and while I drew the counterpane over 
me , thought I had made a capital excKaA^«^ iot \!ck!^ V^x^ ^^^a»b 
of the ' ^loDg-boat " 
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If my stratagem had succeeded in impressing my fri 
Chico with a most lively fear, it did not leave my own min 
perfect tranquillity. I knew that he must be a fellow of 
finita resources , and that the game between us , in all lil 
hood, had but commenced. In circumstances of difficult 
have constantly made a practice of changin^ places with 
antagonist, fancyingmyselfin^z^ Position, andaskingm^ 
how 1 should act ? This taking the " adversary's hand " is 
mirable practice in the game of life ; it suggests an imm 
ränge of combinations, and improves one's play prodigioi 

I now began to myself a little exercise after this fashio 
but what between previous fatigue , the warmth of the c; 
and the luxury of a real bed , Chico and I changed plac( 
often, inmybrain, that confusion ensued ; thencamew( 
ness, and, at last, sound sleep! so sound, that I was ( 
awoke by the steward , as he popped bis greasy head inte 
berth, andsaid, "Isay, master, here we are , standing c 
in — hadn't you better get up?" 

I did as he advised; and, asirubbed the sleep from 
eyes, said, " Where's the Padre , steward? — whafs bec 
ofhim?" 

^* He was took ill last night, and stopped at Fork Islai 
he'U go back with us to-morrow to Galveston." 

" You know him, I suppose?" said I, looking at the fe 
with a shrewd intelligence that he knew how to construe. 

"Well," cried he, scratching bis head; "well, maj 
I do guess a bit who he is." 

"So do I, steward; and when we meet again he'U k 
7/ie," said I , with a look of such imposing sternness that I 
the fellow was recording it. "You may teU him so , stew 
1*11 wait for him here tili I catch him ; and if he escape 1 
myself and my friend Broughton — Broughton , don't fo 
the name — he is deeper than I give him credit for." 

As I was about to leave the cabin, I caught sight of 

comer of a red handkerchief peeping out beneath the pi] 

oftbe herth. I drew it forth , and ioxxnd \t ^as Chico's tra 

lingkitj wbich he preferred abandoimi^ 1q VJaa T\aV ol ^ 
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THE CONFSy 

■■>ot much above fourteen hancUt- 
ig me. It containecl .-^ ^ pj-jce. If you ohaiicg>tf as 
i wear, a Romish missal , a .. -^<nafew 

)ii articles of dress , and eight dt .^r. 

'he spoils of victory," quoth I, eniouuying the whole in 
^n bündle — **tbe enemy*8 baggage and the military 
iaptured." 

V^hich is the White Hart?" saidl, as I came on deck; 
owded with shore folk , porters , and waiters. 
'bis way, sir, — foUow me ," said a smart fellow in a 
's dress ; and I handed bim my bündle and stepped on 



'/ 



CHAPTER XX. 

, The Log-Hut at Brazo^. 

'AS all impatience to see my prize; and scarcely had I 

d the inn than I passed out into the stable-yard, now 

3d with many of those equestrian-looking figures I had 

Q board the steamer. 

iutcher*s mare here still, Georgie?" said a huge fellow, 

igh boots of red-brownleather, and a sheep-skm capote, 

round bim with a red sash. 

'es , Master Seth , there she Stands. You*ll be getting 

ain of her, one of these days." 

P I had her up at Austin next week for the fair, she*d 

i few hundred dollars." 

ou'd never think of selling a beast like that at Austin, 

' said a bystander. 

Vhj not? Do you fancy TU bring her into the States, 

e her claimed in every town of the Union? Why, man, 

»een stolen onee a month, that mare has, sifice she was 

fear old. I knew an old general up in the Maine ftc^\^v^ 

jr lastyear; and he rid her away ftom a *'^\3aß:^ tsä^- 

Vermont f in change of bis own tmiife — "VJSmA— «s^ j 

now'd the differ tili he was ingh\xome, ^ %^^^*»N| 

^ssions of Con Cregan. L ^ 
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iy^-^j, . . , , j.<nött of Muckleburg staii 

hertS:yf*"*»g^" ^'?<* f«?SS§Äherback, as a new one, 
the fellw^™.?f.lj^®,^,-t^r for lameness; and she can p 
tend UmenSSH^ZlJjan.'' 

A roar of very unbelieving laughter followed this sal 
but Seth resumed — 

" Well , I'll lay fifty doUars with any gentleman here , t 
she comes out of the stable dead lame , or all sound, just i 
bid her." 

Nobody seemed to fancy this wager ; and Seth , satbi 
with having established his veracity, went on — 

" YouVe but to touch the Coronet of the öflF-foot with 
point of your bowie — a mere touch, not draw blood — i 
see if she won't come out, limping on the toe , all as one i 
dead breakdown in the coffin joii^t; rub her a bit then t 
your band — she's all right again ! It was Wrecksley of C 
taught her the trick; he used to lame her that way, and 
her in, wherever he found her." 

" Who's won her this time? " cried another. 

**I have, gentlemen,'* saidl, slapping my boot with 
cane , and affecting a very knowing air, as I spoke. The c 
pany tumed round and surveyed me, some seconds, in d 
silence. 

" You an't a goin* to ride her, young *un?" said one, i 
contemptuously. 

"No, he an*t? the gent*s willin to seil her," chimec 
another. 

" He's goin* to ax me three hundred dollars ," said a th 
" an an*t 1 a-goin' to gi* him no more than two hundred." 

* * You are all wrong, every man of you,' * said Seth. " } 
bringing her to !Elugland, a present for the Queeu, forher^ 
ridin'." 

"Andibegtosay, gentlemen, that none ofyouhavi 
upon the ri^ht tra,ck yet; nor do I think it necessary to coc 
you moro i\flij, 3ut as you appear to take an interest in 
coDcemSf l Jü&y mention that I shall want ä hack for my 
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gOf and a good feeder, not mach above fourteen hands in 
height , or fonr hundred doUars in price. If you ohance npon 
thiß — " 

** I know your mark.*' 

" My roan, with the wall-eye. You don't mind a waU-^ye ? " 

^'No, no! my black pony mare's the thing tbe genfs a- 
lookin* for." 

" I ßay it*8 nothing like it," broke in Seth. " He's a-wantin' 
a half-bred mustang , with a down-east cross — a eritter to go 
through fire and water — liftiD* the fore-legs like a high- 
pressure piston , and with a jerk of tiie ' stifle / like the recoil 
of a brasß eight-pounder. An*t I near the mark ? " 

" Not very wide of it," said I, nodding encouragingly. 

* ' She*8 at Austin no w. You an't a-goin' there ? " 

" Yes," said I ; " I shall be in Austin next week." 

" Well, never you make a deal, tili you see my black pony," 
cried one« 

** Nor the roan cob," shouted another. 

'^ He'd better see 'em 'fore he sees Split-the-wiud, then, or 
he*d not look at 'em arter," said Seth. *' YouVe only to ask 
for Seth Chiseller, and they'U look me up." 

<' You an't a-goin* to let us see iButcher's n^are afore we 
go ? " said one to t£e ostler. 

'^I an't, because I havn't got the key. She's double-locked, 
and the cap'n never gives It to no one, but comes a feedin' time 
himself, to gire her com." 

After a few muttered remaxks on this caution, thehorse- 
dealers sauntered out of ti^e yard, leaving me musing over 
what I had heard, and wondering if this excessive care of the 
landlord boded ai^ suspicion regarding the wiimer of the 
prize. 

''JistdrawthatboltaGross the gate, there, willye," said 
theostier, while he produoed a huge key from his podcet. ''I 
know 'em well , .thern gents. A man most have fourteen eyes 
in his head, and iiave !em back and^pnt too, tbat «howa 'em. «.. 
hoxse beastj Pacn mß «oacael M ikaa^ <^N> ^ '?QBQk^>^^:^^^ 
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spavin in a squirt of tobacco ! Let's see your ticket, yo 
master, and TU show you Charcoal — that's her name.*'. 

"Here it is," said I, " signed by the agent at Galveston 
right and regulär.". 

^* The cap*n most see to that. I only want to know ths 
have the nmnber. Yes that's it: now stand a bit on one i 
Ye'll see her, when she comes out." 

He entered the stable as he spoke, and soon re-appea 
leading a tall mare, fully sixteen hands high, and black ae 
a Single white star on her forehead, and a dash of white ac 
thetail, being the only marks on her. She was bursting 
condition, and both in symmetry and action a splendid ( 
ture. 

'^An'tsheast^eakoflightnin*, andnomistake?" sai( 
gazing on her with rapture. " An't she glibber to move i 
wag of a comet*s tail, when he's taking a lark round the m< 
There's hocks ! there's pastems ! Show me a gal with ai 
like 'em, and look at her, herel An*t she a-made for si 
on?" 

I entered into all his raptures. She was faultless in e 
point — save, perhaps, that in looking at you she would tl 
her eye backwards, and show a little bit too much of the w 
Iremarked this to the ostler. 

^^ The only fault she has," said he, shaking his head ; ^ 
mistrusts a body, always, and so, she*s etemally a lo( 
back, and a gatherin* up her quarters, and a holdin* of hei 
tight in; but for that, she's a downrightreg'larbeauty, 
for stride and bottom, there ain*t her equal nowhere." 

"Her late master was unlucky, IVe heard," said I 
sinuatingly. 

" He was so far unlucky that he couldn't sit his 'beast 
a torrent and a down leap. He would hold her in , and 
won*t bear it, at a spring, and so she flung him before she 
the leap, and when she lit, t*other side, with her head high 
her bind legs under her, he was a sittin' with his'n undei 
arm, and bis neck brück — that was the way o' it. See i 
laaBter, if ereryedo want a gceat Btcoak qu\. oiVi^^T ^ leave 
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head free a bit, press her wi* your calves, and give a right 
down regFar haUoo — ha I like a Mezican chap — then, she*!! 
doit!" 

The ostler found me a willing listener , either when dwell- 
ing on the animal's perfections, or suggesting hints for her 
fdtore management ; and, when at last, both these themes were 
tolerably exhausted, he proceeded to show me the horse-gear 
of saddle, and bridle, and halter, and holsters, all handsomely 
finished in Mexican taste, and studded with brass nails in 
▼arious gay devices. At last, he produced the rifle, a regulär 
Kentucky one, of CoIt*s making; and what he considered a 
BtiU greater prize, a bell-mouthed thing, half horse-pistol, half 
blunderbuss, which he called ** a almighty fine 'Harper'sFerry 
tool,* that would throw thirty bullets through an oak panel 
two inches thick.** 

It was evident that he looked upon the whole equipment as 
worthy of the most exalted possession, and he gazed on me as 
one whose lot was indeed to be envied. 

^* Seth and the others leave this to-morrow a*temoon," said 
Iw, "but if ye be a-goin' to Austin, where the *Spedeshin' 
puts up, take my advice, and get away before 'em. YouVe a 
fine road — no trouble to find the way ; your beast will carry 
you forty, fifty, if you want it, sixty miles between sunrise and 
'down ;* and you*ll be snug over the joumey before they reach 
KiUian*s Mill, the halfv^ay. An' if ye want to know why I say 
ioit*s just because that's too good a beast to tempt a tramper 
wi', and them's all trampers ! *' 

I gave the ostler a dollar for all his Information and civility, 
«nd re-entered the inn to have my supper. The cap*n had 
aheady retumed home, and after verifying my ticket, took . 
my receipt for the mare, which I gave in all form, writing my 
aame ''Con Cregan,*' as though it were to a cheque for a 
thoosand ponnds. 

Ißnpped comfortablyf and then wailked o\x\. \ö Vliaa «Xa^^'v» 
see CbarcoaL ^' Get her com : y ou'U aee if aVie ölot^X. ^^ >^»'«' 
iBgs tban winkin \ " aaid the ostler , " aad M ^^ ^ox x^i \*^ 
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shd'd nevei^ taste another feed- tiU »he had her nose in th« 
manger at Croft*» GnHejr." 

"And where is Croft's Gulley ? " 

^^ It'f the bottoms af ter you pass the lareh wood ; the foa( 
dips a bit^ and is heavj there, and it's a good basün* piaec 
jnst eigbteen mile £rom here.** 

" On thie'road to Austin ? " 

He nodded. "Ye see,'* he said, "the moon's a risin' 
there's no one ont this time. Ye know what I said afore/' 

" I'U take the adviee, then. Qet the traps ready ; TU pacl 
the saddle^bags, and set ont." 

If any one had asked me, " whjl was in such haste to reac 
Austin?'* my answer would have beentojointheexpedition 
and if interrogated, " with what object then? ** I should hav 
been utterlydumbfoundered. Little asiknew of its intentkw 
they must all have been above the ränge of my ability an 
means to participate in. True, Ihadah<»*seaadarifle; bv 
there was the end of my worldly possessions, not to say ths 
my title, even to these, admitted of litigation. A kind of vagu 
notion possessed me,that once up with the expedition^Ishoul 
find my place " some-where " — a very Trish idea of a respoi 
sible Situation. I trusted to the "makin^ myself generali 
useful" category for employment, and, to a ready-wittedn« 
never cramped nor restrained by the petty prejudices of 
conseience. 

The love of enterprise and adventureisconspicuous amon 
the Springs of action in Irish life,. occasionally developing 
Wellesley or a Captain Kock. Peninsular glories and precßi 
outrage have just the same one origm — a love of distinctroi 
and a craving desire for the enjoyment of thatmostfascinatis 
of all ezcitements — whatever perils life. 

Without this element, pieasure soon palls;; wrthout Ü 

cracked skulls and'fractured "femurs,'' foz-hunting would 1 

mere galloping — a review might vie with a battle, if Ütit 

fired blank cartridge in both ! Who*d climb the Peter Be^, ( 

crosß the ''peiit mulets'* of M^ontBlOkXkfi^ if it were not that 

falae step or a totter, would sendloiai ^wra. ^^<y(»><d^^\^iS&ssa 
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into the deep gorge below. This playing hide and seek with 
Death seetns to have a great charm, and is very possibly the 
attractiön some folks feel in playing invalid, and passing their 
lives amid blaek dranghts and blne lotions ! 

I shrewdly suspect tbiö luxury of temptrng p«iil distin- 
guisbes man from the whöle of the othet anifnal creation ; and 
if we were to examine it a little, we should see that it opens the 
way to many of his highest aspirings and öiost noble enter- 
prises. Now, let not the gentlie i'eader asfe, * * Does Mr. Cregan 
include horse-stealing in the list of these heroic darings?'* 
Believe me, he does not; he rather regarded the act of appro- 
priation in the present case in the light somö noble lords did 
when voting away church property — ** a hard necessity , but 
preferable to being mulct onesefr!" With many a thonght 
like this, I rode öut into the now silent town, and took my way 
towards Austin. 

It is a Strange thing to find oneself, in a foreign land, 
thousandsofmilesfromhome, alone, and at night! thesense 
of isolätion is almost overwhelming. So long as daylight lasts, 
the stir of the busy world, and the business of life, ward off 
these thoughts — the novehy of the scene even combats them: 
but when night has closed in, and we see above ns th« ätars 
that we have known in othef lands , the self-same mdofl by 
whose light we wandered years ago, and then look around' and 
mark the features of a new world , with obyects which t€(fl of 
another hemisphere ; and then think that we are there, alone, 
without tie or link to all around us, the Sensation is thiilling iil 
its intensity. 

EVery one of us — the least imaginative evett — will aftso- 
ciate the strangeness of a foreign scene with something ofthat 
adventure of which he has read in his childhood; and we 
people vacancy , as we go , with Images to suit the spot in our 
own country. The little pathway along the river side suggests 
the lovers* walk at sunset, as surely as the dark grove Speaker 
of a woodman's hut, or a gipsy camp. Bat abroad, thescene 
eVökes different dwellers; the Sierra suggests the b!t\sg»cÄr^ 
the thiek jangles the Jaguar ot t\i^ T^\ÄA-«CkSÖBÄ\'^^''^'te«^^ 
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plash in the muddj river is the sound of the Cayman ; and the 
dull roar, like wind within a cavem, is the cry of the hungiy 
lion. The presence around us of objects of which we have 
read long ago , but never ezpected to see , is highly ezeiting: 
it is like taking our place among the characters of a story, and 
investing us with an interest to ourselves , as the hero of some 
unwrought history. 

This is the most fascinating of all castle-building, since 
we have a spot for an edifice — a territory actually given 
tous. 

I thought long upon his theme, and wondered to what I 
was yet destined , — whether to some condition of real emi- 
nence, or to move on among that vulgär herd who are the 
spectators of life , but never its conspicuous actors. I really 
believe this ignoble course was more distastefiil to me from its 
fiatness and insipidity^than from its mere humility. It seemed 
so devoid of all interest — so tarne and so monotonous — I 
would have chosen peril and vicissitude any day inpreference. 
About midnight I reached Croft's Gulley, where, after knock- 
ing for some time , a very sulky old negro admitted me into a 
stable while I baited my mare. The house was shut up for 
the night, and even had I sought refreshment I could not have 
obtained it. * 

After a brief halt, I again resumed the road, which led 
through a close pine forest, and, however much praised, was 
anything but a good surface to travel on. "Charcoal," 
however, made light of such difficulties, and picked her steps 
over holes and stumps with the caution of a trapper, detecting, 
with a rare instinct the safe ground, and never venturing on 
spots where any difficulty or danger existed. I left her to 
herseif, and it was curious to see that whenever a short inter- 
vftl of better footway intervened, she would, as if to "make 
play," as the Jockeys call it, strike out in a long swinging 
canter , ^^ pulling up " to the walk the moment the uneven sur- 
face admonished her to caution. 

Ab dsj broke the road improved, so thati was able to piBh 
»long at a better pace , and by \)x^«Mai^V\ÄKÄ\ iavmdmyself 
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at a low, poor-looking log-house, called ^^ Brazos." A pictore, 
representing Texas as a young chUd receiving someadmirable 
cotmsel from a verj matronly lady with thirteen stars on her 
petticoat, flaunted over the door, yrith the motto, ^^Filial 
Affection, and Candj Flip at all hours." 

A large dull-eyed man, in a flannel pea-jacket andloose 
trowsers to match, was seated in a rocking-chair at the door, 
Smoking an enormous cigar, a little charmed circle of ex- 
pectoration seeming to defend him from the assaults of the 
7ulgar. A huge can of eider stood beside him , and a piece of 
[ndian com bread. He eyed me with the coolest unconcem 
as I dismounted, nor did he show the slightest sign of 
welcome. 

^* This is an inn, I believe, friend?" said I, saluting him. 

<'I take it to be a hotel," said he, in a yoice very like a 
yawn. 

" And the landlord — where is he ? " 

** Where he ought to be — at his own door, a smokin* his 
own rearin*." 

**Is there an ostler to be found? I want to refiresh my 
horse, and get some breakfast for myself too." 

** There an'tnone." 

**Nohelp?" 

"Neverwas." 

** That's Singular, I fancy." 

"NoitanV 

" Why, what do travellers do with their cattle, then?" 

*' There bean't none." 

"Nocattie?" 

" No travellers." 

^^No travellers! and this the high road between two con- 
siderabletownsl" 

"Itan»t." 

" Why, surely this is the road to Austin?" 

"Itan't." 

** Then this is not Brazos? " 

" It be Upper Brazos." 
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" There are two of ttiem, then ; and the Otter, I supposö, is 
on the Anstin road?" 

He nodded. 

** What a piece of business ! " sighed I ; " and how fax hftve 
Icomeastray?" 

'«Agoodbit." 

"Amileortwo?" 

"Twenty." 

"Will you be kind enough to be a little more commtmi- 
cative , and just say where this road leadJs to; if 1 can jom thö 
Austin road without tuming back a^in; and where ?'^ 

Had I propounded any one of these queries^, it is just 
possible I might have had an answer ; but , in my zeal , I out- 
witted myself. I direw my cheque for too large an amount, 
and cönsequently was refused payment altogether. 

"Well ," aaid I , after a long and vain wait for an answer^ 
" What am I to do with my horse? There in a sfable, I hope?" 

"There an*t/* said he, with a grünt. 

"So that I can't bait my beast ? " 

"No!" 

"Bad enough! ean I have something to eat myself? ä cup 
of cofitee — " 

A rüde burst of laughter stopped me , and the Üahnel man 
actually shook with the drollery of his own thoughts. "It 
bean't Astor House, I reckon! " said he, wiping hia eyes. 

"Not very like it, certainly," said I, smiling. 

"What 0* that? Who-says it ought to be like it?'* saidhe, 
and his fishy eyes flared up, and his yeHow cheeks grew 
orange with anger. "I an't very like old Hickory, I s'pose! 
and maybe I don*t want to be! Tm a free Texan! I an't a 
nigger nor a bluenose ! I an*t one of your oM country slaves, 
that black King Greorge*s boots, and ask leave to pay lAf 
taxes! lan't!" 

"And I," said I, adsuming an imitation of his ton«, fbr ex- 
periment's sake ; " I am no lazy , rocking-chair , whittKng , to- 
bacco-chewing Texau', but a traveller^able and willing to pay 
for bis accommodation, aiid'w\voN^\Ä.\ia.'^^\V\.^OL'' 
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"Will ye? Will ye , ^^V crhd he , 8priA)^Äg up with 
an agility I could not liave believed posstble; whil«*, niahing 
into the hut, he reappeared with a lotig Kentucky rificf, and a 
bayonet a-top of it. " Ye han't long tö seek yer man', if ye 
want a flash of powder! Come out into the bttsh and 'see iü 
out,*Isay!" 

The tone of this challenge was too insulting not to call for 
at least the semblance of acceptance , and so , fastening my 
mare to a huge staple beside the door, lunslung my rifle, ^d 
cried, " Come along, my friend, Tm quite ready for you!" 

Nothing daunted at my apparent wiliingness, he threw 
back the hammer of his lock, and said, ^^ Hark ye, young un* ! 
You can't give me a cap or two? mine are considerable rusty I " 

The request was rather singular, but its oddity was its 
success ; and so , opening a smaU case in the stock of my rifle, 
I gave him some. 

"Ah, them's real chaps — the true *tin jackets,* as we used 
to say at St. Louis ! " cried he, his tongue seeming wonderfoUy 
loosened by the theme. "Now, lad, let*s see if one of your 
bullets fit this bore *, she's a heavy one , and carries twenty to 
the pound ; and IVe nothing in her now but some loose chips 
of iron for the bears." 

Loose Chips of iron for the bears ! ihought I ; did ever mor- 
tal hear such a barbarian ! ^ ' You don't fancy , friend , I came 
here to supply you with lead and powder, to be used vepvtt 
myself, too! 1 supposed, when you asked me to amae out 
in to thebush , that you had everything a gentleman ought to* 
have for öuwb a purpos e." 

" Well , I never seed the like of that ! " exclaimed he , tten- 
king the ground with the butt end of hia piece. " Jf'we don*t 
stand at four guns' length — " 

"WeUldono suchthing, friend," saidl, shouldering my 
piece , and adv ancing towards him. * ' I never meant to offend' 
you; nor haveyouany objectin wounding, mayhap, kiUing 
me. Let me have something to e&t*, l'Vl^^ü^ iat\\.l^<wös?5 ^ ^sjä. 
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''What on airth is it, eh?** said he, looking puzzled, 
" Why , that's one of Colt's rifles I you'd have picked me down 
at two hundred yards , sure as my name is Gabriel! *' 

" I know it ! " said I , cooUy ; ^* and how mach the better or 
the happier should I have been, had I done so?*' I watched 
the fellow*s pasty countenance as though I could read what 
passed in the muddy bottom of his mind. 

"If it were not for something of this kind," added I, 
sorrowfully , " I should^ not be hepe to - day. You know New 
Orlftuis ? " — he nodded — " well , perhaps you know Ebenezer 
York?" 

"The Senator?" 

^*The sameT* — I made the pantomime of presentinga 
pistol, and then of a man falling — "just so. His brothers 
have taken up the pursuit, and so I came down into this 
quarter tili the smoke cleared off! ** 

"He was a plumper at a hundred and twenty yards. I 
seen him double up Gideon Millis , of Ohio.*' 

"Ah! I could recount many a thing of the kind to you," 
said I, leading the way towards the hut, "but my throat 
is so dry , and I feel so confoundedly weary , just now — ** 

" That's eider ,** said he, pointing to the crock. 

I didn't wait for a more formal invitation , but carried it to 
my Ups , and so held it for füll a couple of minutes. 

" Ye wor drouthy , — that*s a faet ! ** said he , peering into 
the low-watermark of the vessel. 

" You hav'n't got any more bread? " said I , appropriating 
hisown. 

" If I hadn't, ye'd not have got that so easy , lad ! ** said he, 
with a grin. 

"And now for my mare ; you see she*s a good one — " 

"Good as if she belonged to a richer master!" said he, 

with a peculiar leer of the eye. " I know her well 1 Knowed 

herafoal! Ah,Charry,Miss! do you forget the way to take 

offyour saddle withyour teeth?** and he patted the creature 

mfh a nearer approach to kinduess than I believed he was 

mpable of. 
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I will not dwell upon the little arts I employed to conciliate 
my friendGrabriel, nor stop to aay howimanaged to pro- 
cure some Indian corn-meal for my horse, and the addition 
of a very tough piece of dried beef to my own meagre break- 
fast. I conclude the reader will be as eager to escape irom 
his Society as I was myself 5 nor had I ever thrown l5m into 
such unprofitable acquaintanceship , were there other means 
of explaining how first I wandered from the right path , and 
by what persuasionsl was influenced in not retuming to it. 

If GabrieFs history was not very entertaining, it wasat 
least Short, so far as its catastrophe went. He wasa Ken- 
tucky '^bountj man,** who had taken into his head to fight a 
duel with a companion with whom he was retuming from New 
York. He killed his antagonist , buried him, and was wending 
his way homeward with the watch and other property of the 
deceased, to restoretohis friends, when he was arrestedat 
Little Bock, and conveyed to gaol. He was tried, found 
guilty , and sentenced to death , but made his escape the night 
before the execution was to have taken place. His adven- 
tures from the Arkansas river tili the time he found himself 
in Texas were exciting in a high degree, and, even with his 
own telling , not devoid of deep interest. Since his location in 
the One-starBepublic, he had tried various things, but all 
had failed with him. His family , who foliowed him , died off 
by the dreadful intermittents of the bush, leaving him alone to 
doze through the remainder of existence between the half- 
consciousness of his fall and the stupid insensibility of de- 
bauch. There was but one theme could stir the dark embers 
of his nature; and when he had quitted (hat, the interest of 
life seemed tohave passed away, and he relapsed into his 
dreamy indifference to both present and future. 

How he contrived to eke out subsistence was difficult to 
conceive. To the tavem he had been almost the only custom- 
er, and in sucqession consumed the little stores his poor 
wife had managed to accumulate. He appeared to feel a 
kind of semi-consciousness that if ^'bears did nQt€«i.^\s^\ASiw 
way," druing the winterit might gol^jea^ m^\Ässi.\ %bä>bä 
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pointed to four moundsof eaxth behindtheloghut, andsaid 
that ^Hhe biggest would soon be alongside of 'em/' 

As the heat of midday was too gieat to proceed in, I 
learned from him thus much of bis ovrjx storj , aod some par- 
ticulars of the road to Bezar , wbither I bad now resolved on 
proceeding, since, according to bis opinion, tbat afforded 
me a far better cbance of Coming up witb tbe espedition 
tban bj foUowing tbeir steps to Austin. 

* * Had you come a few bours earlier to-day," said be , " you 
could bave joined Company witb a friar wbo is traveUing to 
Bexar; but you^U easily overtake bim, as be travels witii a 
little wagon and a sick woman. Tbey are making a pü- 
grimage to tbe saints tbere for ber bealtb. Tbey Jba^e two 
lazymules and abalf-breed driver, tbat won't work miracles 
on tbe roads, wbatever tbe Virgin may after! You'U soon 
come up witb tbem , if Cbarry's like wbat sbe used to be.*' 

Tbis intelligence was far from displeasing to me. I longed 
for some companionsbip ; and tbat of a Mar, if not veiy pro- 
mising as to amusement , bad at least tbe merit of safoty — no 
small obarm in sucb a land as I tben sojourned in. I learned 
besides tbat be was an Irisbman, wbo bad come out as a 
missionary among tbe Cboctaws, and tbat be was well versed 
in prairie life , -^ tbat be spoke many of tbe Indian dialeots, 
and knew tbe yarious trails of tbese patbless wilds like any 
trapper of tbem all. 

Sucb a fellow-traveller would be indeed a prize; «nd 
as I saddled my mare to follow bim, I feit ligbter »t beart 
tban I bad done for a long time previous. ^^ And bis name ? " 
saidL 

< ^ It is balf-Mexican by tbis. Tbey call bim Fora Miguel up 
at Bexar." 

^^Now tben for Fra Miguel!*' cried I, springin^ intomy 
saddle; and, witba frank <^Qood-bye.," took tbexoad to 
Bexar. 

Irode along witb a ligbt beart, my way leading tbrough 
aJbrest af tall beecb and al^er trees, wbose stems were en- 
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times spanned the space overhead, and tempered the noon- 
day 8un hj its delicious shade. Birds of gaj plumage and 
Strange note hopped from branch to branch , while bares and 
rabbits sat boldly on the grassj road , and scarcely cared to 
move at my approach. The crimson-winged bustard — the 
swallow-taüed woodpecker , with his snowy breast — aii^d that 
most beaiitifiil of aÜ, the lazuli finch, whose colaur would 
shame the blue waters of the Adriatie , chirped and Auttered 
on every side. The wild squirrel, too, swung bj his tau 
and jerked himself from bough to bough, in all the con- 
fidence of unmolested liberfy; while even the deer, timid 
without danger, stood and gazed at me .as I went, doubüess 
congratulating themselves that thej were not hom to be 
beasts of bnrden. 

There was so mußh novelty to me in all aromidy that the 
monotonous Charakter of the scene never wearied; for, al- 
though as far as human companionship was Qoncerned, no- 
thing could be more utterly solitary and desolate, yet the 
abundance of animal lifo, the bright tints of plumage, and 
the stränge concert of sound, afforded an unceasing interest. 

Occasionally I came upon the charred fragments of fire- 
wood, with other signs indicative of a bivouac, showing 
where some hunting party had halted; but these, with a 
Chance wheel-track, were all the evidenee that irayellws had 
ever passed that way. The instincts of the human heart are, 
after all, linkedto companionship, and, although it was but 
a few hours since I had parted wiäi ^^mine host" of Brazos, I 
beganto conceive a most anxious desire for the society of a 
fellow-traveller. Ihad pushed ^^Charcoal" for some timein 
the hope of overtaking the £riar , but not only without success, 
but even without Coming upon any recent traoks that should 
show where the party passed. I could not have mistaken the 
road, since there was but one through the forest; and atlast 
I became uneasy lest I should not reaoh some place of shelter 
for the night, and obtain refreshment for myself and my 
horse. From the time that these thoughts crossed my mind^ 
all relish for the Boexue and xt? e^siiaQ:^ ^A^oteic^vwv^ ^<ss;g»Ns^^ 
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A scarlet jay might have perched upon my saddle-bowim- 
molested ; a " wbip - poor - will " might have chanted her note 
£rom my hat or my holsters umninded; the antlered stags did 
indeed graze me as they went, withont my once remembering 
that I was the owner of one of **Colt*s" "aharp bores," so 
intent I had grown upon the topic of personal safety. What, 
if Ihad gone astray? What, if I feil in with the Choctaws, 
who often came within a few miles of Austin ? What if " Char- 
coal" felllame, or even tired? Whatif — but why enume- 
rate all the suspicions that when chased away on one side in- 
yariably came back on the other? There was not an inci- 
dent, from a sprained ankle toactual starvation, that I did 
not rehearse ; and, like that respected authority who spent his 
days speculating what he should do *' if he met a white bear/' 
I threw myself into so many critical situations and embar- 
rassing conjectures, that my head ached with overtaxed in- 
genuity to escape from them. 

JBsop*s fahles have much to answer for. The attributing 
the gift of Speech to animals by way of characterizing their 
generic qualities, takes a wondrous hold upon the mind; 
and as for me, I held "imaginary conversations" with every- 
thing that flew or bounded past. From the green lizard that 
scaled the shining cork trees to the lazy toad that flopped 
heavily into the water , I had a word for all — ay, and thought 
they answ ered me , too. 

Some, I fancied, chirped pleasantly and merrily, as 
though to say, "Go it, Con, my hearty — *Charry* has 
stride and wind for many a inile yet/* Some , with a wild 
scream , would seem to utter a cry of surprise at the pace , as 
if saying, "Buifflemy feathers, if Con'snotinahurry." An 
old owl, with a horseshoe wig, looked shocked at my im- 
petuosity , and shook his wise head in grave rebuke ; while a 
fat asthmatic frog nearly choked with emotion as I hurled the 
small pebbles into his bath of duck-weed. How stränge would 
life be, reducedto such companionship, thought I. Would 
one g^&duaily sink down to tlielcvf^ oi. ^i\nä ^sässv^ ^ssi&tAuce^ 
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such as it appears now, or would one elevate the inferior ani- 
mal to some equality of intelligence? 

The solitude which a short time previous had suggested 
— I know not how many ! — bright imaginings, presented now 
the one sad, unvarying refiection — desolation; and it had 
ahnost become a doubtful point whether I should not at once 
tum my horse's head and make for Upper Brazos and its gruff 
host of the log- house , rather than brave a night " al fresco " 
in the forest. It was just at the moment that this question 
became mooted in my mind , that I perceived the faint track 
of a wheel on the short grass of the pathway. I dismounted 
and examined it closely, and soon discovered its counter- 
part on the other side of the road, and with a little further 
search I could detect the foot-marks of two horses evidently 
unshod. 

Inspired with fresh courage by these signs, I spurred 
Charry to a sharper stride , and for above two hours rode on, 
each turning of the road suggesting the hope of Coming up 
with the friar, who evidently joumeyed at a brisker pace 
than I had anticipated. The sailor's adage says that ^^ a stem 
chase is a long chase," and so it is, whether it be on land or 
sea — whether the pursuit be to overtake a flying Frenchman 
or Fortune!' 

The sun had sunk beneath the tops of the tall trees , and 
only streamed through, in chance lines of light, upon the 
road , when suddenly I found myself upon the verge of an ab- 
rupt descent , at the bottom of which ran a narrow but rapid 
river. These great fissures , by which the mountain streams 
descend to join the larger rivers, are very common in Texas 
and throughout the region which borders on the Rocky Moun- 
tains , and form one of the greatest impediments to travelling 
in these tracts. 

As I gazed upon the steep descent, to have scrambled 
down which, even on foot, would have been dangerous and 
difficult enough , I remembered that I had passed , about half 
an hour before , a spot where the road " forked" oS \s>&55k\?ii<^ 
separate directions, and at once xesuxn!^^ tk^ xoax^ ^ö *^''^ 
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place, where I had the satisfaction of perceiving that tbe 
grass was yet rising under the recent passage of a wagon. A 
Short and sharp canter down a genüe slope brought me once 
more in sight of the stream, and, of what was far nearerto 
my hopes , the long looked-for party with the friar. 

The scene I now beheld was sufficiently striking for a pic- 
ture. About fifty feet beneath where I stood, and on the 
bankof aboiling, foamingtorrent, was a wagon , drawn by 
two large horses:- a covering of canvas formed an awning 
over head , and curtains of the same material closed the sides. 
A large , powerfal-looking Mexican stood beating the stream 
with a great pole, while the friar, with his rohes tucked up 
so as to display a pair of enormous naked legs, assisted in 
this Singular act of flagellation, from time to time addressing 
a hasty prayer to a small Image, which I perceived he had 
hung up against the canvas covering. The noise of the rush- 
ing water, and the crashing sounds of the sticks, prevented 
my hearing the voices , which were most volubly exerted all 
the while, and which, by accustoming myself to the din, I 
at last perceived were used in exhorting the horses to courage. 
The animals, however, gave no token of retoming con- 
fidenee , nor showed the slightest incHnation to advance. On 
the contrary, whenever led forward a pace or two , they in- 
variably sprang back with a bound that threatened to smash 
their tackle or upset the wagon; nor was it without much 
caressing and encouragement that they would stand qoiet 
again. Meanwhile, the friar's exertions were redoubled at 
every moment, and both his prayers and his thrashings be- 
came more animated. Indeed , it was curious to watd^ with 
what agility his bulky figure altemated from the werk of 
beating the water to gesticulating before " the Virgin," Now, 
as I looked, a small comer of the canvas curtain was moved 
aside, and a band appeared, which even without the large 
straw fan it carried, might have been pronounced a fesuüe 
one. This, however, was speedily withdrawn on some ob- 

aervation from the friar, and the curtain was closed rigidly as 

belbre. 
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All my coujectures as to this singular proceeding being In 
vain, I resolved to join the party, towards whom I perceived 
the road led by a slightly circuitous descent. 

Cautiously wending my way down this slope , which grew 
steeper as I advanced , I had scarcely reached the river side, 
when I was perceived by the party. Both the Friar and his 
follower ceased their Performance on the instant, and cast 
their eyes upwards to the road with a glance that showed they 
were on " the look-out" for others. They even changed their 
Position to have a better view of the path, and seemed as if 
unable to persuade themselves that I could be alone. To my 
salutation, which I made by courteously removing my hat 
and bowing low, they offered no retum, and looked — as I 
really believe they were — far too much surprised at my 
sudden appearance to a£Fbrd me any signs of welcome. As I 
came nearer, I could see that the Friar made the circuit of 
thewagon, and, as if casually, examined the curtains , and 
then, satisfied '^that all was right," took his Station by the 
head of his beasts , and waited for my approach. 

" Good day, Seiihor Caballero," said the Friar, in Spanish, 
while the Mexican looked at the lock of his long-barrelled 
rifle, and retired a couple of paces, with a gesture of guarded 
caution. 

"Good evening, rather, Father," said I, in English. 
"I have ridden hard to come up with you for the last twenty 
miles." 

**From the States?" said the Friar, approaching me, 
but with no peculiar evidences of pleasure at hearing his 
native language. 

"From your own country, Fra Miguel," said I, boldly; 
" an Irishman." 

"And how are you travelling here?" said he', still pre- 
serving his previous air of caution and reserve. 

"Amistakeof the road!" saidl, confidently; foralready 
I had invented my last biographical sketch. "I was on the 
way to Austin, whither I had despatched my &Qx:^«.\i^ %;s^ 
haggage, when, accidentaUy t«to[ia\k'e^\»rsi\Äi^i^^^8t^^sö>a.^^ 
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iustead of the lower one , I found myself some twenty miles 
off my track before I knew of it. I shoiüd have tumed back 
when I discovered my error, but that I heard that a Friar, a 
coantryman too , had just set out towards Bexar. This in- 
telligence at once determined me to continue my way, wbich 
I rejoice to find has been so far successful." 

To judge from the "Padre's" face, the pleasure did not 
appear reciprocal. He looked at me and the wagon alter- 
nately, and then he cast his eyes towards the Mexican, who, 
understanding nothing of English, was evidently holding 
himself ready for any measures of a hostile character. 

" Going to Austin!" at last said the Friar. " You are a 
merchant, then?" 

"No," said I, smiling superciliously; "I am a mere 
traveller for pleasure, my object being to make atour of the 
Prairies, andby some of the Mexican cities, before my retum 
to Europe." 

"Heavenguide and Protect you," said he, fervently, with 
a wave of his hand like leave-taking. " This is not a land to 
wander in after night-fall. You are well mounted, and a 
good rider; push on then, my son, and you'U reach Bexar 
before the moon sets." 

"If that be your road, Father," said I, "as speed is no 
object with me, I'd rather join Company with you than pro- 
ceed alone." 

"Ahem!" said he, looking confused; "I am going to 
Bexar, it is true, Senhor! but my journey is of the slowest; 
the wagon is heavy, and a sick companion whom it contains 
cannot travel fast, Go, then, *conDios!' andwemaymeet 
again at our joumey's end." 

"My mare has got quite enoughof it!" saidl; my desire 
to remain with him being trebled by his exertions to get rid of { 
me. " When I overtook you , I was determining to dismount l 
and spare my beast ; so that your pace will not in the least in- | 



conveDWDce me." 



TAe Padre, iustead of replying to tcä , ÄÄöct^^^^^ ^^wsä 
jrordff to tbe Mexican in Spanisl:!, YrVv<i\i, ^V^Xä^^^ ^«^ 
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were , the other only answered by a sharp slap of his palm 
on the stock of his rifie, and avery significant glance at his 
girdle , where a large bowie knife glittered in all the freedom 
of its unsheathed splendour. As if not noticing this panto- 
mime, I drew forth my "Harper*« ferry pistol" from the 
bolster, and examinedthe priming. A little bit of display I 
had thcsatisfaction to perceive was not thrown away on either 
the Friar or the layman. At a word from the former, however, 
the latter began once again his Operations with the pole ; the 
Friar resuming his place beside the cattle, as if totally forget- 
ful of my presence there. 

"May I ask the object of this proceeding , Father," said 
I I, **which, unless it be a *devotional exercise/ is perfectly 
unaccoun table to me." 

The Padre looked at me without speaking; but the sly 
drollery of his eye showed that he woiüd have had no objec- 
tion to bandy a jest with me, were the time and place more 
fitting. "I perceive ," said he , at length "that you have not 
journeyed in this land , or you would have known that at this 
ßeason the streams abound with caymans and alligators, and 
that when the cattle have been once attackedby them, they 
have no courage to cross a river after. Theirinstinct, how- 
ever, teaches them that beating the waters ensmres safety, 
and many a Mexican horse will not go knee deep without tlds 
ceremony being performed." 

"I see that your cattle are unusually tired inthepresent 
ease," said I, "for you have been nigh half an hour here to 
my own knowledge." 

"Look at that black mare's fore leg, and you'fl see why," 
said he, pointing to a deep gash whäch laid bare the white 
tendons for some inches in length, while a deep pool of blood 
flowed around the animaVs hoof. 

A cry from the Mexican here broke in upon our coUoquy, 
as throwing down his pole, he seized his ri£e^ «Aid^^'^'^^ 
ttpon one knee in the attitude of defence. 
S ''Whatißit, Sancho?'' criedtlieFxiw. 
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A few words of guttural followed , and the Padre said it 
was a large alligator that had just camed off a chiguire, a 
wild pig, under the water with him. This stream is a tributaiy 
of the Colorado, along the banks of which these creatures' 
eggs are found in thousands 1 

My blood ran cold at the horrid thought of being attacked 
by such animalB , and I readilj Tolunteered my assistance «t 
the single-Btick ezercise of my companion. 

The Friar accepted my offsr without much gracioumesf, 
but rather as that of an unwelcome guest, who oould notbe 
easily got rid of. 
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